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INTR  OjD  UCTION. 


He  old  English  family  of  Habingdon,  Abingdon,  Habingto;*, 
or  Abingt. IN  traced  their  pedigree  bej'ond  the  reign  of  Henry 
HI.,  to  Philip  de  Habington,  of  Abingdon,  co.  Cambridge: 
but  that  branch  of  the  family  from  which  our  Poet  sprang, 
descended  from  Richard  Habington,  of  Brokhampton,  whose 
third  son  John  was  coiflerer  to  Queen  Elizabeth.  This  John 
Habington,  our  Poet's  grandfather,  bought  Hindlip  Hall,  an  estate  beau- 
tifully situated  about  four  miles  from  Worcester.  He  married  twice.  By  his 
second  wife  he  had  two  sons,  Thomas;  and  Edward,  who  wase.\ecuted  for 
Babington's  plot  in  15S6. 

Anthony-a-Wood  gives  this  account  of  Thomas  Habington.  He  'was 
bom  at  Thorjie  near  to  Chertsey  in  Surrey,  on  the  23  Aug.  1560,  (at  'which 
time  and  before  the  manor  thereof  belonged  to  his  father)  and  at  about  16 
years  of  age  he  became  a  commoner  of  Lincoln  Coll.  Where  .spending  about 
three  years  in  acadeniicall  studies,  was  taken  thence  by  his  father  and  sent 
to  the  universities  of  Paris  and  Rheimes  in  Fiance.  After  some  time  spent 
there  in  good  letters,  he  return'd  into  England,  and  expressing  and  shewing 
■Wmself  an  adherent  to  Mary  qu.  of  Scots  who  plotted  with  Anth.  Babington 
against  qu.  Elizabeth)  was  committed  prisoner  to  the  Tower  of  London, 
where  continuing  six  years,  he  profited  more  in  that  time  in  .several  sorts  of 
learning,  then  he  had  before  in  all  his  life.  Afterwards  he  retired  to  Hendlip 
(the  manor  of  which  his  father  had  setled  upon  him)  took  to  wife  Mary  the 
eldest  daughter  of  Edward  lord  Morley  by  Elizabeth  his  wife,  daughter  and 
sole  heir  of  Sir  William  Stanley  knight,  lord  Mounte.igle  ;  and  at  riper  years 
survey'd  Worcestershire,  made  a  collection  of  most  of  its  antiquities  from 
records,  registers,  evidences  both  private  and  public,  monumental  inscriptions 

and  arms At  length,  after  he  had  lived  to  the  age  of  87  years,  sur- 

rendred  up  his  pious  soul  to  God  at  Hendlip  near  Worcester  on  the  8th 
October  1647,  and  was  buried  by  his  father  in  a  vault  under  the  chancel  of 
the  church  there.'     Ath.  Oxon.  Hi.  222.     £ei.  1817. 

Hindlip  Hall  was  full  of  lurking  places.  T.  Nash  in  his  Hist,  of  Wore.  i. 
585-7,  gives  a  transcript  of  Ashmole's  HISS.  Vol.  &o^, /ol.  93.  at  Oxford : 
which  is  a  most  graphic  description  of  a  sc:iTch,/or  eltrz^en  niglits  and  twelve 
days,  in  Jan.  1605,  through  the  house  :  wherein  Gamcttthe  Jesuit  and  others 
were  discovered,  who  were  afterwards  executed. 

2.     Thomas  Habington    =     Mary  Parker,  d.  of  Lord  Mori.ey. 

t    ,,-, •    .,  _   _,   p,   I  (Mary  Habington  is  said  to  have  written  the 

b.  is6o-<l.  1047-  at-  87-  letter  revealing  the  Gunpowder  Plot.] 

William   =L(;cy  HrKBERT.  d.       Mahv=W.  Compton.      and  other 
b.  i6os-d.i6S4.  I     l-ord  Powis.  |  children. 


I  I  W.  Compton.  d.  1731, 

Thomas.       CATiiEKiNE=Osborne.     made  a  Bart.  6  May 
d.  unmarried.  I  1686, 

He  left  Hindlip  I 

estate  to  Sir  W.  |  | 

Compton,  Bart.  i.ucy.       Eleanor. 

3.  Wood'*  account  of  our  Poet  is  perhaps  the  most  authentic.  "  Wii.i.ia'M 
HAHiNf.TON,  was  b'*n  at  Herdlip,  on  the  fourth  [So  have  I  been  instructed 
by  letter*  from  his  S'm  Tho.  Habington  cs<|. :  dated  5  Jan.  i')72.)  ^somc  say 
the  fifth)  day  of  November  1605,  educated  m  S.  Omcrs  and  Paris;  in  the  first 
of  which  he  was  earnestly  invited  to  take  upon  him  the  habit  of  the  Jesuits, 
but  by  excu-.cs  Kot  free  and  left  them.  After  his  return  from  Paris.  bcin;{ 
then  at  man's  estate,  he  w.as  instructed  at  home  in  matters  of  history  by  his 
father,  and  becaJnc  an  accamplishcd  gentleman This  person.  Will. 
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HabiiiErton,  who  did  then  run  with  the  times,  and  wns  not  nnlcnown  [what 
does  Wood  mean  by  this?J  to  Oliver  the  usurper,  died  on  the  30th  of  Nov- 
ember 1654,  and  was  buried  in  the  vault  before-mentioned  by  the  bodies  of 
his  father  and  grand-father.  The  MSS.  which  he  (and  his  father)  left  be- 
liind,  arc  in  the  hands  of  his  son  Thomas,  and  might  be  made  useful  for  the 
public,  if  in  others." — Atk.  Oxon.  Hi.  223.  Ed.  1817. 

4.  The  Habingtons  were  connected  with  the  Talbots  through  the  above 
Richard  Habincton's  second  %on  Richard  Habington,  whose  grand- 
daughter Eleanor  Baskerville  married  John  Talbot  of  Longdon  :  and 
became  the  mother  of  (i)  John,  Lord  Talbot  loth  Earl  of  Shrewsbury,  who 
succeeded  his  bachelor  uncle  George  Talbot,  the  gth  Earl  (lamented  by 
our  Poet  at  /.  77)  on  his  death,  2d  April  1630:  (2)  of  George  Talbot,  our 
author's  bosom  friend,  who  died  young  and  unmarried  :  and  of  other  children. 

6.  The  second  son  of  the  Earl  of  Pembroke,  Sir  William  Herbert, 
was  created  on  2d  April  1629,  ist  Baron  Powis.  He  had  three  childien  by 
Eleanor,  youngest  daughter  of  Henry  Percy,  loth  Earl  of  Nokthi'MBER- 
LAND,  Sir  Percy  Herbert,  Catherine  Herbert,  and  Lucy  Herbert. 
This  Lucy  Herbert  is  Cnstara. 

6.  A  concurrence  of  allusions  would  seem  to  fix  Habington's  marriage  with 
Lucy  Herbert,  between  1630  and  1633  :  later  than  whicli  it  cannot  be  :  as  the 
anniversary  of  his  wedding  day  is  celebrated  in  verse,  at^.  80.  Most  of  the 
poems  relate  to  '  those  of  my  blood 

And  my  Castara's.' 
There  is  in  their  arrangement,  a  slight  thread  of  continuity.  We  are  to  realize 
the  young  Englishman,  of  good  family,  possibly  not  unhandsome,  wooing — 
with  a  culture  and  grace  acquired  in  France — the  young  English  beauty; 
possibly  under  some  disadvantage,  being  neither  possessed  of  high  station 
nor  large  fortune  ;  and  the  lady's  father  too  having  just  been  made  a  Peer. 
The  wooing  beginning  in  town,  migrates  to  Mario w. 

See,  he  from  Alarlow  sends 
His  eyes  to  Seymours.  />.  41. 

The  lovers  meeting  '  under  the  kind  shade  of  this  tree'  is  noticed.  In  sum, 
the  details  of  a  pure  courtship  leading  up  to  a  happy  marriage. 

In  "  l^yits  Recreations,  Selected  fby  the  bookseller  Humphry  Blunden) 
from  the  Finest  Fancies  of  Moderne  Muses.  London,  1640  :"  is  the  following. 
19.    To  Mr  William  Habington  on  his  Cnsiara,  a  Poem. 
Thy  Muse  is  chaste  and  thy  Castara  too, 
'Tis  strange  at  Court,  and  thou  hadst  power  to  woo 
And  to  obtain  (what  others  were  deny'd) 
The  fair  Castara  for  thy  vertuous  bride  : 

Enjoy  what  you  dare  wish,  and  may  there  be, 
Fair  issues  branch  from  both,  to  honor  thee. 
Again,  the  after  incidents  of  life  are  alluded  to,  in  the  poems;  Castara 
has  a  fever  but  she  recovers,  she  mourns  over  the  loss  of  friends,  and  the 
like  :  while,  the  brightness  and  fancifulncss  of  this  earlier  poesy  but  reflect 
the  happiness  of  the  Poet's  home. 

7.  There  are  also  songs  of  Friendship.  As  where  he  reproaches  his  bosom 
friend  Talbot  for  not  having  seen  him  for  three  days,  at  /.  30,  or  where  he 
consoles  him  for  the  hard  usage  he  has  received  from  that  jitt  Astrodora,  at 
/.  82  :  and  most  of  all,  in  the  eight  passionate  Elegies  over  his  decease. 

8.  Occasionally  there  is  a  bit  of  lashing  satire,  as  that  against  the  cravings 
of  Poets,  at/.  50:  or  of  dry  humour,  as  in 

Come  therefore  blest  even  in  the  Lollards  zeale 
Who  canst  with  conscience  .safe,  'fore  hen  jftid  veale 
Say  grace  in  Latine,  while  I  faintly  sing 
A  Penitcntiall  verse  in  oyle  and  Ling.  /.  64. 

9.  Lastly  :  strangely  intermingled  are  Requiems  over  the  mortality  of  Man, 
the  vanity  and  uncertainty  of  all  things  ;  leading  almost  to  a  disgust  with  life. 
Of  this  he  thus  gives  the  key-note  in  saying  at/,  114,  'When  the  necessities 
of  nature  returne  him  downe  to  earth,  he  esteemes  it  a  place  he  is  con- 
demned to.  .  .  .  To  live  he  knows  a  benefit,  and  the  contempt  of 
it  ingratitude,  and  therefore  loves,  but  not  doates  on  life.'    To  this  frame 


BIBLIOGRAPHY.  5 

of  thought  may  be  opposed  the  keen  wise  saying  of  a  great  contemporary  ; 
Selden. 

"  Whilst  you  are  upon  Earth  enjoy  the  good  things  that  are  here  (to  that 
end  were  they  given;  and  be  not  melancholly,  and  wish  yourself  in  Heaven. 
If  a  King  should  give  you  the  keeping  of  a  Castle,  with  all  things  belonging 
to  it,  Orchards,  Gardens,  (Sr'c.,  and  bid  you  use  them;  withal  promise  you 
that  after  twenty  years  to  remove  you  to  Court,  and  to  make  you  a  Privy 
Councellor.  If  you  should  neglect  your  Castle,  and  refuse  to  eat  of  those 
fruits,  and  sit  down,  and  whine,  and  wish  you  were  a  Privy  Councellor,  do  you 
think  the  King  would  be  pleased  with  yonV— Table  Talk, p.  84.     £d.  1867. 

Our  wisdom  is  to  recognise  the  representations  of  Habington,  and  to  live 
in  the  spirit  of  Selden  :  thus  '  using  the  world  as  not  abusing  it.' 


William  Habington's  works  were  published  in  the  following  order  : — 

1634.  Castara.     First  edition  in  4to. 

1635.  Castara.     Second  edition  in  i2mo. 
16^9-40.    Castara.     Third  edition  in  isnio. 

1640.  "  The  Historic  of  Edward  the  Fourth,  King  of  England.     By  \Vm. 

Habington  Esquire.  London.  Fol."  '  Written  and  published 
as  the  desire  of  K.  Charles  I.':  in  which  his  father  also  'had  a 
considerable  hand.' 
•  640.  "  The  Queene  of  Arragon.  A  Tr.is'Comedie.  London.  1640." 
'  Which  play  he  communicating  to  Philip  earl  of  Pembroke,  lord 
chamberlain  of  the  houshold  to  K.  Charles  I.  he  caused  it  to  be 
acted  at  court,  and  afterwards  to  be  published  against  the  author's 
will.'  Wood:  idem.  It  was  revived  at  the  Restoration:  with  a 
Prologue  and  Epilogue  by  S.  Butler.  Remains,  i.  185.  Ed. 
by  Thyer,  1759.  It  is  reprinted  in  Dodsley's  Old  Plays,  tjc.  333. 
Ed.  1825 

1641.  Observations  vpon  Historic.     London.     The.se  historical  notes  are 

six  in  number,  upon  as  many  points  in  modern  History:  as  the 
death  of  Richard  I  ;  the  battle  of  Varnia,  1444;  'he  fall  of  Con- 
stantinople; the  abdication  of  Charles  V.  ;  &c. 
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With  First  Lines,  &c.  of  the  three  first  editions,  showing  the  growth  of  the 
work. 


(a)  loaufB  in  lt)c  author'a  lifetime 

I.   Asa  separate  publication. 
1.    "CASTARA,  &c.     LONDON,  I'rUncdhy  Anne  Griffin  (or  irilliam 
Cooke,  and  arc  to  bee  sold  at  his  shop  neare  p'urnivals  Inne  gate  in 
Holburnc.      1634.     4to." 

Perfectly  anonymous:  all  names  being  represented  by  initials.  It  con- 
silts  of  only  two  Parts,  each  having  a  separate  title  page;  in  which  Parts 
are  contained  the  following : 

CASTARA.    The  First  Pakt.  r.\(;n 

i.  The  Authour.    [A  Pro.vc  Prcfaccl  11 

ii.  GfRoROR] '1  (ai.iiotJ.     Not  in  the  silence  of  content,  and  store  14 

iii.  Fmtv-tiiri'.k  Pocnn,  Xty  Wii.i.iam  Haiiinc;ton. 

I.  Let  the  chaste  Phoenix  from  the  flowry  East,               .                 .  17 

a.   I  saw  Castara  pray,  and  from  tlia  skic,         .                  .                 .  17 

3.  Ycc  blushing  Virgins  hnppic  are     .  '              .                .                .  18 

4.  By  those  chaste  lamps  which  yceld  a  silent  light         .                 .  18 

5.  Where  am  I  ?  not  in  heaven  :  for  oh  I  fccic                   .                 .  19 

6.  Not  still  ith'  shine  of  Kings.     Thou  dost  retire                               .  19 

7.  Doc  not  their  prophanc  Orgies  hcnrc,             .                 .                  .  ao 

8.  Sing  forth  swcctc  Clicrubin  (for  we  have  choice           .                .  ai 
Q.   In  vainc  fairc  sorccrcsse,  thy  eyes  spcakc  charines,     .                 .  aa 

10.  While  you  dare  trust  the  loudest  tongue  of  fame,        .                .  ea 


BIBLIOGRAPHY. 


Why  doth  the  stubborne  iron  prove 

Transfix  mc  with  that  llamin;;  dart 

Wing'd  with  delight  (yet  snch  as  still  doth  beare 

Learned  shade  of  Tycho  Brache,  who  to  us, 

Ye  glorious  wits,  who  findc  then  Parian  stone 

If  she  should  dye,  (as  well  suspect  we  may, 

You  younger  children  of  your  father  stay,    . 

Fond  Love  himselfe  hopes  to  disguise 

JTrart.   Checke  thy  forward  thoughts,  and  know 

Nimble  boy  in  thy  warme  flight,    . 

Cupids  dead,  who  would  not  dye, 

Fly  on  thy  swiftest  wing,  ambitious  Fame, 

9rapt)ill.  Dost  not  thou  Castara  read 

Why  haste  you  hence  Castara  1    Can  the  earth, 

I  am  en'^ag'd  to  sorrow,  and  my  heart 

Th'  Arabian  wind,  whose  breathing  gently  blows 

Looke  backe  Castara.     From  thy  eye 

Tis  madnesse  to  give  physicke  to  the  dead ; 

The  lesser  people  of  the  ayre  conspire 

Swift  in  thy  watry  chariot,  courteous  Thames, 

My  Muse  (great  Lord)  when  last  you  heard  her  sing 

Thankes  Cupid,  but  the  Coach  of  Venus  moves 

How  fancie  mockes  ire?     By  th'  effect  I  prove, 

Faire  Mistrcsse  of  the  earth,  with  garlands  crown'd, 

With  your  cahne  precepts  goe,  and  lay  a  storme, 

T'is  I  Castara,  who  when  thou  wert  gone,  . 

Pronounce  nie  guilty  of  a  Blacker  crime, 

Thrice  hath  the  pale-fac'd  Empresse  of  the  night, 

Scorn'd  in  thy  watry  Vrne  Narcissus  lye,     . 

Banisht  from  you,  I  charg'd  the  nimble  winde, 

Blest  Temple,  haile,  where  the  Chast  Altar  stands. 

Bright  Dew  which  dost  the  field  adorne 

Stay  under  the  kinde  shadow  of  this  tree 

Dare  not  too  farre  Castara,  for  the  shade    . 

Vowes  are  vaine.     No  suppliant  breath 

Nigtt.  Let  silence  close  my  troubled  eyes, 

Your  judgement's  clecrc,  not  wrinckled  with  the  Tim 

What  should  we  feare  Castara  ?    The  coole  aire. 

More  welcome  my  Castara,  then  was  light 

Why  dost  thou  looke  so  pale,  decrepit  man  ? 

T'was  Night :  when  Fha'be  guided  by  thy  raves. 

Why  would  you  blush  Castara,  when  the  name] 

Like  the  Violet  which  alone 

CASTARA.    The  Second  Part, 

Thirtv-six  more  Poems. 

This  day  is  ours.     The  marriage  Angel)  now 

Did  you  not  see,  Castara,  when  the  King. 

Whose  whispers  soft  as  those  which  lovers  breath 

Forsake  me  not  so  soone.     Castara  stay,     . 

Hence  prophane  grim  man,  nor  dare 

Sleepe  my  Castara,  silence  doth  invite 

She  is  restor'd  to  life.     Vnthrifty  Death,       . 

May  you  drinke  beare,  or  that  aduk'rate  wine 

Castara  whisper  in  some  dead  mans  eare,    . 

Forsake  with  mc  the  earth,  my  faire, 

Castara  weepe  not,  though  her  tombe  appeare 

What's  death  more  than  departure;  the  dead  go 

Castara  !  O  you  are  too  prodigall 

I  heard  a  sigh,  and  something  m  my  eare 

You  saw  our  loves,  and  prais  d  the  mutuall  fiame 

Why  should  we  build,  Castara,  in  the  aire 

Castara,  see  that  dust,  the  sportive  wind     , 

Were  but  that  sigh  a  penitcntiall  breath 
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PACK 

72.  9rap!)ill.   Castara  you  too  fondly  court        ...  7' 

73.  My  thoughts  are  not  so  rugged,  nor  doth  earth  .  .  72 

74.  Tyrant  o're  tyrants,  thou  who  onely  dost      .  .  .  73 

75.  The  breath  of  time  shall  blast  the  flowry  Spring,         .  .  73 

76.  The  reverend  man  by  niagicke  of  his  prayer  .  .  74 

77.  Thy  vowes  are  heard,  and  thy  Cizsiarti's  name  .  .  75 

78.  Thou  dreame  of  madmen,  ever  changing  gale,  .  .  75 

79.  Were  we  by  fate  throwne  downe  below  our  feare        .  .  76 

80.  What  can  the  freedome  cf  our  love  enthrall?  .  .  76 

81.  Bright  Saint,  thy  pardon,  if  my  sadder  verse  .  .  77 

82.  I  like  the  greene  plush  which  your  meadows  weare    .  .  78 

83.  Thou  art  return 'd   great  Light)  to  that  blest  houre      .  .  80 

84.  They  meet  but  with  unwholesome  Springs    ...  80 

85.  The  Laurell  doth  your  reverend  temples  wreath  .  .  81 

86.  'Bout  th'  husband  Oke,  the  Vine    ....  82 

87.  Let  not  thy  groncs  force  Eccho  from  her  cave,  .  .  82 

88.  We  saw  and  woo'd  each  others  eyes  ...  83 

89.  Here  Virgin  fix  thy  pillars,  and  command     .  .  98 

2.    "  CA  S  TA  R  A  J  &c.   The  Second  Edition.   Corrected  and  Augmented. 

London.    Pnnted  by  B.  A .  and  T.  F.  for  IVill.  Cooke,  and  are  to  bee 

sold  at  his  shop  ne.ire  Fuynivah-I tme  Gate  in  t!oll>urne,  1635.   i2mo." 

In  this  second  edition,  the  authorship  is  avowed  by  means  of  a  new  heading 

to  G.  Talbot's  poem,  at^.  14.     It  suit  consists  of  but  two  Parts,  each  with  a 

separate  title:  but  is  augmented  by  three  Characters  in  prose  and  twenty-six 

poems;  all  by  Habington. 

CASTARA.    The  First  Part, 
i.  A  Character.     A  Mistris. 
ii.  Four  additional  poi?ms  arc  inserted. 

90.  Hee  who  is  good  is  happy.     Let  the  loude 

91.  Harke,  how  the  traytor  winde  doth  court  . 

92.  It  shall  not  grieve  me  (friend)  though  what  I  write 

93.  You  who  are  earth,  and  cannot  rise 

CASTARA.    The  Second  Part, 
iii.  A  Character.     A  IVife. 
iv.  Fourteen  additional  Poems. 

94.  I'hougb  my  dearc  Talhots  Fate  exact,  a  sad 

95.  If  your  example  be  obcy'd 

96.  Its  false  Arithmatickc  to  say  thy  breath 

97.  Why  should  we  feare  to  melt  away  in  death 

98.  When  Pelion  wondring  saw,  that  rainc  which  fell 

99.  O  whither  dost  thou  (lye  1     Cannot  my  vow 
too.  Where  siccpcs  the  North-wind  when  the  .South  inspi 
loi.  Should  the  cold  Muscovit,  whose  furrc  and  stove 
loa.  Amp/lion,  O  thou  holy  shade 

103.  You'd  leave  the  silence  in  which  safe  we  arc 

104.  Give  me  a  heart  where  no  impure 

105.  Why  doth  the  earc  so  tempt  the  voyce, 

106.  I  hate  the  Countri':s  diirt  and  manners,  yet 

107.  I  wonder  when  w'arc  dead,  what  men  will  s;iy; 
V.  A  Characti'.k.     /(  hrirtid. 

vi.   Kk;mt   Elegies  "  'l'h<  Funerals  of  the  HonoiiraliU,  nty  best 
Friend  anit  Kinsman,  (JKOHciK 'I'albot,  Esq." 

108.  (i)  Twcre  malice  to  the  Time;  to  weepc  alone 
ai   TaWot  JH  dead.     Like  lightning  wliirh  no  p.trt    . 

3)  I^t  me  contemplate  ihcc  (fairc  soulr)  and  though 

4)  My  name,  dear  friend,  even  thy  expiring  breath 
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109. 
■  to. 
tii. 

113. 
113. 
114. 
115. 


(5)  Chast  as  the  Nun*  first  vow,  as  faircly  bright 

(6)  Vxtc  stop  the  swift-wing'd  moments  in  ihcir  flight 

(7)  There  is  no  peace  in  sinnc.     iVternall  war 

(8)  Bo.ist  not  the  rcv'rond  Vatican,  nor  all 


loi 
loi 
1 03 
103 
104 
"OS 
107 
108 
109 
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The  A  lit  hoy 

He  Prefle  hath  gathered  into  one,  what 
fancie  had  fcattered  in  many  loofe 
papers.  To  write  this,  love  flole  fome 
houres  from  bufmeffe,  and  my  more 
fcrious  fiudy.  For  though  Poetry  may 
challenge  if  not  priority,  yet  equality 
with  the  befl  Sciences,  both  for  anti- 
quity and  worth  ;  I  never  fet  fo  high  a  rate  upon  it,  as  to 
give  my  felfe  entirely  up  to  its  devotion.  It  hath  too  much 
avTe,  and  {if  without  offence  to  our  next  tranfmarine 
neighbour,)  'wantons  too  much  according  to  the  French 
garbe.  And  when  it  is  wholly  imployed  in  thefoft  ftraines 
of  love,  his  foule  who  entertaines  it,  lofeth  much  of  that 
(Irength  which  fhould  confirme  him  man.  The  nerves 
of  judgement  are  weakned  mod  by  its  dalliance,  and 
when  woman,  (I  meane  onlye  as  fhe  is  externally  faire) 
is  the  fupreme  objedl  of  wit,  we  foone  degenerate  into 
effeminacy.  For  the  religion  of  fancie  declines  into  a 
mad  fuperflition,  when  it-  adores  that  Idoll  which  is 
not  fccure  from  age  and  ficknelTe.  Of  fuch  heathens, 
our  times  afford  us  a  pittyed  multitude,  who  can  give 
no  nobler  tedimony  of  twenty  yeares  imployment,  then 
fome  loofe  coppics  of  luR  hai^jjily  exprcR.  Yet  thefe 
the  common  people  of  wit  blow  up  with  their  breath 
of  praife,  and  honour  with  the  Sacred  name  of  Poets : 
To  which  as  I  belceve  they  can  never  have  any  ju(l 
claime,  fo  fliall  I  not  dare  by  this  effay  to  lay  any  title, 
fince  more  fweate  and  oyle  he  mud  fjiend,  who  fliall 
arrogate  fo  excellent  an  attribute.  Yet  if  the  inno- 
cency  of  a  challc  Mufe  (hall  bee  more  acceptable,  and 
weigh  heavier  in  the  ballance  of  efleeme,  than  a  fame, 
begot  in  adultery  of  Rudy  ;  I  doubt  I  fliall  leave  them 
no  hope  of  competition.  For  how  unhappie  foever  I 
may  be   in  the  elocution,  I   am   fine  the    Tlieame  ia 

I   she  wantons  too  much.     it\',.  2  slic  adores.     1635. 


worthy  enough.     In  all  thofe  flames  in  which  I  burnt, 
I  never  felt  a  wanton  heate,  nor  was  my  invention  ever 
finiftcr  from  tlic  ftraite  way  of  chaRity.    And  when  love 
builds  upon  that  rocke,  it  may  fafely  contemne  the 
battery  of  the  waves,   and  threatnings  of  the  wind. 
Since   time,    that   makes   a   mockery   of  the   firmefl 
flru(flures  fhall  it  felfe  be  ruinated,  before  that  be  de- 
molifht.     Thus  was  the  foundation  layd.     And  though 
my  eye  in  its  furvey,  was  fatisfi'd,  even  to  curiofity,  yet 
did  not  my  fearch  reft  there.     The  Alabaflcr,  Ivory, 
Porphir,  let,  that  lent  an  admirable  beauty  to  the  out- 
ward building,  entertained  me  with  but  a  halfe  plea- 
fure,  fmce  they  flood  there  onely  to  make  fport  for 
mine.     But  when  my  foule  grew  acquainted  with  the 
owner  of  that  manfion ;  I  found  that  Oratory  was  dombe 
when  it  began  to  fpeak  her,  and  wonder  (which  mufl 
neceffarily  feize  the  befl  at  that  time)  a  lethargic,  that 
dulled  too  much  the  faculties  of  the  minde,  onely  fit 
to  bufie   themfelves   in    difcourfing   her   perfecflions, 
Wifdome,  I  encounter'd  there,  that  could  not  fpend  it 
felfe  fmce  it  aflfefled  filence,  attentive  onely  to  in- 
{lru6lions,  as  if  all  her  fences  had  beene  contradled 
into  hearing  :  Innocencie,  fo  not  vitiated  by  converfa- 
tion  with  the  world,  that  the  fubtile  witted  of  her  fex, 
would  have  tearm'd  it  ignorance  :  Wit,  which  feated 
it  felfe  mofl  in  the  apprehenfion,  and  if  not  inforc't  by 
gootl  manners,  would  fcarce  have  gain'd  the  name  of 
affability :  Modefly,  fo  timorous,  that  it  reprefcnted  a 
befieg'd  Citty,  flanding   watchfully  upon  her  guard, 
flrongefl  in  the  loyalty  to  her  Prince.     In  a  word,  all 
thofe  vertues  which  fliould  reflore  woman  to  her  primi- 
tive (late  of  beauty,  fully  adorn'd  her.     But  I  fhall  be 
cenfur'd,  in  labouring  to  come  nigh  the  truth,  guilty 
of  an  indifcreet  Rhetoricke.     However  fuch  I  fancied 
her,  for  to  fay  fliee  is,  or  was  fuch,  were  to  play  the 
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Merchant,  and  boafl  too  much  the  value  of  a  lewell  I 
poflelTe,  but  have  no  minde  to  part  with.  And  though 
I  appeare  to  flrive  againfl  the  flreame  of  beft.  wits,  in 
creeling  the  felfe  fame  Altar,  both  to  chaflity  and  love; 
I  will  for  once  adventure  to  doe  well,  without  a  prefi- 
dent.  Nor  if  my  rigid  friend  queflion  fupercilioufly 
the  fetting  forth  of  thefe  Poems,  will  I  excufe  my  felfe 
(though  juflly  perhaps  I  might)  that  importunity  pre- 
vail'd,  and  cleere  judgements  advis'd.  This  onely  I 
dare  fay,  that  if  they  are  not  flrangled  with  en  vie  of 
the  prefent,  they  may  happily  live  in  the  not  diflike  of 
future  times.  For  then  partiality  ceafeth,  and  vertue 
is  without  the  idolatry  of  her  clients,  edeemed  worthy 
honour.  Nothing  new  is  free  from  detra<5lion,  and 
when  Princes  alter  cuflomcs  even  heavie  to  the 
fubje<5l,  befl  ordinances  are  interpreted  innovations. 
Had  I  flept  in  the  filence  of  my  acquaintance,  and 
affecfted  no  fludy  beyond  that  which  the  chafe  or  field 
allowes,  Poetry  had  then  beene  no  fcandall  upon  me, 
and  the  love  of  learning  no  fufpition  of  ill  husbandr}-. 
But  what  malice,  begot  in  the  Country  upon  ignorance, 
or  in  the  City  upon  Criticifmc,  Ihall  prepare  againfl 
me,  I  an  armed  to  en<lure.  For  as  the  face  of  vertue 
lookes  faire  without  the  adultery  of  Art,  fo  fame  needes 
no  ayde  from  rumour  to  Rrengthen  her  felfe.  If  thefe 
lines  want  that  courtfliijj,  (I  will  not  (liy  flattery)  which 
infinnates  it  felfe  into  the  favour  of  great  men,  befl; 
they  partake  of  my  modefly.  If  Salyre  to  win  a])plaufe 
with  the  envious  multitude  ;  they  cxprefie  my  content, 
which  maliceth  none,  the  fruition  of  that,  they  efleeme 
hai>|)ie.  And  if  not  too  indulgent  to  what  is  my  owne  ; 
I  thinke  even  thefe  verfes  will  have  that  ]iroi)ortion  in 
the  worlds  opinion,  that  heaven  hath  alloiied  me  in 
fortune  ;  not  fo  high,  as  to  be  wondred  at,  nor  fo  low 
as  to  be  contemned. 


^To  his  bed  friend  and   Kinfman 
William  Habinglon,  Efquire. 

^y  Oi  in  thefdence  of  C07itent  andjlore 
\  Of  private  fweets  ought  thy  Mufe  char  me  no  more 
Then  thy  CaflaraV  care.     '  Twere  zvrong  fuch  gold 
Shouhi  not  like  Mines,  (poore  nanid  to  this)  behold 
It  felfe  a  publike  Joy.      Who  her  rcjlraine, 
Make  a  clofe  prifoner  of  a  Soveraigne. 
Inlarge  her  then  to  triumph.      While  we  fee 
Such  7C'orth  in  beauty.,  fuch  defert  ifi  thee. 
Such  mutuall flames  betiueejie  you  both,  as fJiow 
How  chaflity,  though  yce,  like  lo7>e  can  glow, 
Yet  flafid  a  Virgin:  IIow  that  full  content 
By  vertue  is  to  foules  united,  lent, 
Which  proves  all  wealth  is  poore,  all  honours  are 
But  empty  titles,  highefl  pozcer  but  care. 
That  g7iits  ?iot  cofl.      Yet  Heaven  to  Vertue  kind, 
Hath  given  you  plenty  to  suffce  a  minde 
That  k7iowes  but  temper.    For  beyond  your  flate 
May  be  a  prouder,  not  a  happier  Fate. 
I  Write  not  this  in  hope  fincroach  on  fame. 
Or  adde  a  greater  luflre  to  your  name. 
Bright  in  it  felfe  enough.      We  two  are  knowne 
To  th'  JForld,  as  to  our  f elves,  to  be  but  one 
In  blood  as  fludy  :  And  my  careful  I  love 
Did  nei'cr  aclion  7vorth  my  name,  approve 
Which  ferv'd  not  thee.     Nor  did  7cie  ere  contend. 
But  whofJiould  be  befl  patter ne  of  a  friend. 
Who  read  thee,  praife  thy  fancie,  and  admire 
Thee  burning  with  fo  high  and  pure  afire, 
As  reaches  heaven  it  felfe.     But  I  who  know 
Thy  foule  religious  to  her  ends,  where  grow 
No  finnes  by  art  or  ctiflome,  boldly  can 
Stile  thee  more  than  good  Poet,  a  good  man. 
Then  let  thy  temples  fliake  ojf  vulgar  bayes, 
TIC  hafl  built  an  Altar  which  enfJirines  thy  praife  : 
A  fid  to  the  faith  of  after  time  conwiends 
Yee  the  befl  pair e  of  lovers,  us  of  friends. 

"George  Talbot. 

1  To  his  test  friend  and  kittstnan.  On  his  (Z\ST\n.h.    1634.      2  G.  T.    16^4. 


A  Mistris 


[S  the  fairejl  treafure,  the  avarice  of 
Love  can  covet ;  and  t/ie  onely  white, 
at  which  he  JJiootes  his  arrowes,  nor 
rvhile  his  aime  is  noble,  can  he  e-oer 
hit  upon  repentance.  She  is  chajk, 
for  the  devill  enters  the  Jdoll  and 
gives  the  Oracle,  when  wantonneffe 
poffeffeth  beauty,  and  wit  maintaines  it  lawfull.  She  is 
as  f aire  as  Nature  intended  her,  helpt  perhaps  to  a  more 
pleafng  grace  by  the  fveetneffe  of  education,  not  by  the 
flight  of  Art.  She  is  young,  for  a  woman  pafl  the  deli- 
cacie  of  her  fpring,  may  well  move  by  vertue  to  refpcfl, 
never  by  beauty  to  affeflion.  Shee  is  innocent  even  from 
the  knowledge  of  finne,  for  vice  is  too  strong  to  be  w7-ajlled 
with,  and  gives  her  frailty  the  foyle.  She  is  not  proude, 
though  the  amorous  youth  interpret  her  modeflie  to  that 
fence ;  but  in  her  vertue  'wcares  fo  much  Majeflie,  lufl 
dares  not  rebell,  7ior  though  mafqucd,  under  the  pretence 
of  love,  capitulate  with  lier.  She  cfitertaines  not  every 
parley  offered,  alt/wugh  the  Articles  pretended  to  her  ad- 
vantage :  advice  and  her  own  feares  reflraine  her,  and 
woman  never  owed  mine  to  too  much  caution.  She 
glories  not  in  the  plurality  of  fervants,  a  multitude  of 
adorers  heaven  can  onely  challenge,  and  it  is  impietie  in 
her  weakenelfe  to  defire  fuperflition  from  many.  She  is 
deafe  to  the  whispers  of  love,  and  even  on  the  marriage 
houre  can  breake  off,  without  the  Icafl  fufpition  of  fcan- 
dall,  to  the  former  liberty  of  her  carriage.  She  avoydes 
a  too  neere  converfation  with  man,  and  like  the  Parthian 
mrrcoiiies  by  /light.  Pier  language  is  not  copious  but 
appofit,  and  fJic  had  rather  fuffer  the  reproach  of  being 
dull  company,  than  have  the  title  of  Witty,  with  that  of 


i6 

Bold  and  Wanton.  In  her  carriage  /lie  is  fober,  and 
thinkes  her  youth  exprejfeth  life  enough,  without  the  giddy 
motion,  fajliion  of  late  hath  taken  up.  She  danceth  to 
the  bcfl  applaufe  but  doates  not  on  the  vanity  of  it,  nor 
liceticeth  an  irregular  meeting  to  vaunt  the  lanty  of  her 
skill.  She  fings,  but  not  perpetually,  for  fite  knowes, 
filence  in  woman  is  the  mofl  perfwading  oratory.  She 
nez'er  arrived  to  fo  much  familiarity  with  man  as  to 
knoiv  the  diminutive  of  his  name,  and  call  him  by  it; 
and  JJie  can  JIiow  a  competent  favour :  without  yeeldifig 
her  hand  to  his  gripe.  Shee  never  imderflood  the  lan- 
guage of  a  kiffe,  but  at  falutatioti,  nor  dares  the  Courtier 
ufefo  much  of  his  pra^ifed  impudence  as  to  offer  the  rape 
of  it  from  her:  becaufe  chastity  hath  writ  it  unlawfull, 
and  lur  behaviour  proclaimes  it  umvelcome.  She  is  fiever 
fad,  and  yet  not  jiggifJi ;  her  confcience  is  cleere  from 
guilt,  and  that  fccures  her  from  forrow.  She  is  not 
paffionately  in  love  with  poetry,  becaufe  it  foftens  the 
heart  too  much  to  love;  but  ffie  likes  the  harmotiy  in  the 
Compofition;  and  the  brave  examples  of  vert ue  celebrated 
by  it,fJie  propofeth  to  her  imitation.  She  is  not  vaine 
in  the  hiflory  of  her  gay  kindred  or  accpiaintance ;  fince 
vertue  is  often  tenant  to  a  cottage,  and  familiarity  with 
greattieffe  {if  worth  be  not  tra7ifcendant  above  the  title)  is 
but  a  glorious  fcrvitude,  foolts  onely  are  willing  to  fiffer. 
She  is  not  ambitious  to  be  prais'd,  and  yet  valines  death 
beneath  infamy.  And  Jle  conclicde,  {though  the  next 
finod  of  Ladies  condemne  this  charafier  as  an  herefie 
broacht  by  a  Frecifion)  that  onely  Jlie  who  hath  as  great 
a  JJiare  in  -vertue  as  in  beauty,  deferves  a  noble  love  to 
ferve  lier,  and  a  free  Poefie  to  fpeake  her. 
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To    C  A  S  T  A  R  A. 

A  Sacrifice. 


|ET  the  chafle  Phoenix  from  the  flowry  Eafl, 
IJring  the  fweete  tieafure  of  her  perfum'd  nefl, 
As  incenfe  to  this  Altar,  where  the  name 
Of  my  Cajlara's  grav'd  by  th'  hand  of  fame. 
Let  purer  Virgins,  to  redeeme  the  aire 
From  loofe  infedlion,  bring  their  zealous  prayer, 
T'  affifl  at  this  great  feafl. :  where  they  fliall  fee, 
What  rites  Love  offers  up  to  Chaflity. 
Let  all  the  amorous  Youth,  whofe  faire  defire 
Felt  never  warmth,  but  from  a  noble  fire, 
Bring  hither  their  bright  flames  :  whrdi  here  fliall  fliine 
As  Tapers  fixt  about  Cajlara's  flirine. 

While  I  the  Priefl,  my  untam'd  heart,  furprife, 
And  in  tliis  Temple  mak't  her  facrifice. 

To    C  A  S  T  A  R  A, 

Praying. 

JiJCJJ'Saw  Castara  pray,  and  from  the  skie, 
'a  winged  legion  of  bright  Angels  flie 
Tocatch  her  vowcs,  for  fcarc  her  Virgin  prayer 
'Might  chance  to  mingle  with  impurcr  aire. 
To  vulgar  eyes,  the  facred  truth  I  write. 
May  fecme  a  f;incie.     But  the  Eagles  fight 
Of  Saints,  and  Poets,  miracles  oft  view, 
Which  to  dull  Herctikes  ap|>eare  untrue. 
Faire  zeale  begets  fuch  wonders.     O  divine 
And  jjurefl  beauty ;  let  me  thee  enflirine 
In  my  devoted  foule,  and  from  thy  praife, 
T'  enrich  my  garland,  pluck  religious  Bayes. 

Shine  thou  the  flarreby  which  mythoughts  fliall  move, 
Bed  fubjedt  of  my  pen,  Queene  of  my  love. 


i8 

To  Rofcs  in  the  bofomc  ^Castara. 

EE  bliifhing  Virgins  happie  are 
In  the  chafle  Nunn'ry  of  her  brefls, 
For  hee'd  prophane  fo  chafle  a  faire, 
Who  ere  flioukl  call  them  Cupids  nefls. 

Tunfplanted  thus  how  bright  yee  grow, 
How  rich  a  perfume  doe  yee  yeeld  ? 
In  fome  clofe  garden,  Cowflips  fo 
Are  fweeter  then  ith'  open  field. 

In  thofe  white  Cloyflers  live  fecure 
From  the  rude  blafls  of  wanton  breath, 
Each  houre  more  innocent  and  pure, 
Till  you  fhall  wither  into  death. 

Then  that  which  living  gave  you  roome, 
Your  glorious  fepulcher  fhall  be. 
There  wants  no  marble  for  a  tombe, 
Whofe  brefl  hath  marble  beene  to  me. 

To    C  A  S  T  A  R  A, 

A  Vow. 

IIY  thofe  chafle  lamps  which  yeeld  a  filent  light, 
To  the  cold  Vrnes  of  Virgins ;  By  that  night. 
Which  guilty  of  no  crime,  doth  onely  heare 
The  Vowes  of  reclufe  Nuns,  and  th'  An'thrits 
And  by  thy  chafler  felfe  ;  My  fervent  zeale      [prayer  ; 
Like  mountaine  yee,  which  the  North  winds  congeale. 
To  purcR  Chriflall,  feeles  no  wanton  fire. 
But  as  the  humble  Pilgrim,  (whofe  defire 
Blefl  in  Chrifls  cottage,  view  by  Angels  hands, 
Tranfportcd  from  fad  Bethlem,)  wondring  flands 
At  the  great  miracle  :  So  I  at  thee, 
"Wiiofe  beauty  is  the  flirine  of  chaflity. 

Thus  my  bright  Mufe  in  a  new  orbe  fliall  move. 
And  even  teach  Religion  how  to  love. 
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To    C  A  S  T  A  R  A, 

Of  his  being  in  Love. 

Here  am  I  ?  not  in  Heaven :  for  oh  I  feele 
The  (lone  of  Sifiphiis,  Ixions  wheele  ; 
And  all  thofe  tortures,  Poets  (by  their  wine 
''Made  judges)  laid  on  Tantalus,  are  mine. 
Not  yet  am  I  in  hell;  for  flill  I  fland, 
Though  giddy  in  my  pafiion,  on  firme  land, 
And  flill  behold  the  feafons  of  the  yeare, 
Springs  in  my  hope,  and  Winters  in  my  feare. 
And  fure  I'me  'bove  the  earth  :  For  th'  highefl  flar 
Shoots  beames,  but  dim  to  what  Castara's  are, 
And  in  her  fight  and  favour  1  even  fliine 
In  a  bright  orbe  beyond  the  Chriflalline. 
If  then  Cajlara  I  in  Heaven  nor  move, 
Nor  Earth,  nor  Hell ;  where  am  I  but  in  Love  ? 

To  my  honoured  Friejid,  Mr.  E.  P. 

|0t  flill  ith'  fhine  of  Kings.    Thou  dofl  retire 
JlSometime  to  th'  Holy  fliade,  where  the  chafLe 

J!         quire 

""Of  Mufes  doth  the  flubbome  Panther  awe. 
And  give  the  wilderneffe  of  his  nature  law. 
The  wind  his  chariot  flops  :  Th'  attentive  rocke 
The  rigor  doth  of  its  creation  mocke, 
And  gently  melts  away  :  Argus  to  heare 
The  muficke,  turnes  each  eye  into  an  eare. 
To  wcl<  ome  thee,  Endymion,  glorious  they 
Triumph  to  force  thefe  creatures  difobcy 
What  nature  hath  cnacfled.     But  no  charme 
The  Mufcs  have  thefe  monRcrs  can  difarme 
Of  their  innatcd  rage  :  No  fpell  can  tame 
The  North-winds  fury,  but  Cajlara's  name. 
Clinibc  yonder  forkc<l  hill,  and  fee  if  there 
Ith'  barke  of  every  Daphne,  not  appcare 
Cajlara  written  ;  And  fo  markt  by  mc, 
How  great  a  Prophet  growes  each  Virgin  tree  ? 


Lie  downe,  and  liflen  what  the  facred  fpring 
In  her  harmonious  miirmures,  fliives  to  fing 
To  th'  neighb'ring  banke,  ere  her  loofe  waters  erre 
Through  common  channels  ;  fmgs  (lie  not  of  her? 
Behold  yond'  violet,  which  fuch  honour  gaines, 
That  growing  but  to  emulate  her  veines, 
It's  azur'd  like  the  skie  :  when  (lie  doth  bow 
T'  invoke  CaJIara,  heav'n  perfumes  her  vow. 
The  trees  the  water,  and  the  flowers  adore 
The  Deity  of  her  fex,  and  through  each  pore 
Breath  forth  her  glories.     But  unquiet  love 
^To  make  thy  paffions  fo  uncourtly  prove, 
As  if  all  eares  fhould  heare  her  praife  alone. 
Now  liflen  thou ;  Endymion  fmgs  his  owne. 


To    C  A  S  T  A  R  A. 

Oe  not  their  prophane  Orgies  heare, 

Who  but  to  wealth  no  altars  reare, 

The  foule's  oft  poys'ned  through  the  eare. 

Cajlara  rather  feeke  to  dwell 
Ith'  filence  of  a  private  cell. 
Rich  difcontent's  a  glorious  hell. 

Yet  Hindlip  doth  not  want  extent 
Of  roome  (though  not  magnificent) 
To  give  free  welcome  to  content. 

There  fhalt  thou  fee  the  earely  Spring, 
That  wealthy  flocke  of  nature  bring, 
Of  which  the  Sybils  bookes  did  fing. 

From  fruitleffe  Palmes  fhall  honey  flow, 
And  barren  Winter  Harvefl.  fliow, 
While  Lilies  in  his  bofome  grow, 

No  North-winde  fhall  the  come  infeft, 

But  the  foft  fpirit  of  the  Eafl., 

Our  fent  with  perfum'd  banquets  feafl. 

1  To  make  affection  so  ill-nurtur'd  prove.     1634,  1635. 


A  Satyre  here  and  there  (hall  trip, 
In  hope  to  purchafe  leave  to  fip 
Sweete  Ne6^ar  from  a  Fairies  lip. 

The  Nimphs  with  quivers  fliall  adome 
Their  adlive  fides,  and  roufe  the  morne 
With  the  flirill  muficke  of  their  home. 

Wakened  with  which,  and  viewing  thee, 
Faire  Daphne  her  faire  felfe  fhall  free, 
From  the  chafle  prifon  of  a  tree  : 

And  with  N'arciffus  (to  thy  face 
Who  humbly  will  afcribe  all  grace) 
Shall  once  againe  purfue  the  chafe. 

So  they,  whofe  wifdome  did  difculTe 
Of  thefe  as  fictions  :  fhall  in  us 
Finde,  they  were  more  then  fabulous. 


To    C  A  S  T  A  R  A, 

Softly  fiiiging  to  her  f elf e. 


W 


Ing  forth  fweete  Chcrubin  (for  we  have  choice 
)f  rcafons  in  thy  beauty  and  the  voyce, 
o  name  thee  fo,  and  fcarcc  appeare  prophane) 
Sing  forth,  that  while  the  orbs  celcfliall  flraine 
To  cccho  thy  fweete  note,  our  humane  cares 
May  then  receive  the  Muficke  of  the  Sphcarcs. 
But  yet  take  heede,  Icfl  if  the  Swans  of  Tiiames, 
That  afldc  harmonious  pleafure  to  the  flrcames, 
Olh'  fudrlcn  hcarc  thy  well-divided  breath, 
Should  liflen,  and  in  filence  welcome  death : 
And  raviflit  Nightingales,  flriving  too  high" 
To  reach  thee,  in  the  emulation  dye. 

And  thus  there  will  be  left  no  bird  to  fing 
Farewell  to  th'  ^\'aters,  welcome  to  the  Spring. 
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To  a  Wanton. 

|N  vaine  faireforcereffe,  thy  eyes  fpeake  charmes, 
Jin  vaine  thou  mak'flloofe  circles  with  thyarmes. 
^  I'mc  'bove  thy  fpels.  No  magicke  him  can  move, 
In  whom  CaJIara  hatli  infpir'd  her  love. 
As  fhe,  keepe  thou  flridl  cent'nell  o're  thy  eare, 
Lcfl  it  the  whifpers  of  foft  Courtiers  heare ; 
Reade  not  his  raptures,  whofe  invention  mufl 
Write  journey  worke,  both  for  his  Patrons  lufl, 
And  his  owne  plufh  :  let  no  admirer  feaft 
His  eye  oth'  naked  banquet  of  thy  bred. 
If  this  faire  prefident,  nor  yet  my  want 
Of  love,  to  anfwer  thine,  make  thee  recant 
Thy  forc'ries  ;  Pity  fhall  to  juflice  turne, 
And  judge  thee,  witch,  in  thy  owne  flames  to  burne. 


To  the  Honourable  my  7nuch  honoured 
friend,  R,  B.  Ef quire. 

jHile  you  dare  trufl  the  loudefl  tongue  of  fame. 
The  zeale  you  heare  your  Miftreffe  to  proclaim 
iTo  th'  talking  world :  I  in  the  filent'fl  grove, 
Scarce  to  my  felfe  dare  whifper  that  I  love. 
Thee,  titles  Brud'nell,  riches  thee  adorne. 
And  vigorous  youth  to  vice  not  headlong  borne 
By  th'  tide  of  cuflome :  Which  I  value  more 
Then  what  blind  fuperflitious  fooles  adore, 
Who  greatneffe  in  the  chaire  of  bliffe  enthrone. 
Greatneffe  we  borrow,  Vertue  is  our  owne. 
In  thy  attempt  be  profpcrous,  and  when  ere 
Thou  flialt  prefix  the  houre ;  may  Ilynmi  weare 
His  brightefl  robe  ;  where  fome  fam'd  Perfian  fliall 
Worke  by  the  wonder  of  her  needle  all 
The  nuptiall  joyes ;  which  (if  we  Poets  be 


23 

True  Prophets)  bounteous  heaven  defignes  for  thee. 

I  envie  not,  but  glory  in  thy  fate, 

While  in  the  narrow  limits  of  my  flate 

I  bound  my  hopes.     Which  if  Cajlara  daigne 

Once  to  entitle  hers  ;  the  wealthiefl  graine 

My  earth,  untild  fliall  beare ;  my  trees  fhall  grone 

Vnder  their  fruitful!  burthen,  and  at  one 

And  the  fame  feafon,  Nature  forth  fliall  bring 

Riches  of  Autumne,  pleafures  of  the  Spring. 

But  digge,  and  thou  flialt  finde  a  purer  Mine 

The  th'  Indians  boafl :  Tafte  of  this  generous  Vine, 

And  her  blood  fweeter  will  than  Ne6lar  prove. 

Such  miracles  wait  on  a  noble  love. 

But  fhould  (he  fcorne  my  fuite,  I'le  tread  that  path 

Which  none  but  fome  fad  Fairy  beaten  hath. 

There  force  wrong'd  P/ii/omt/,  hearing  my  mone, 

'Vo  figh  my  greater  griefes,  forget  her  owne. 

To    C  A  S  T  A  R  A, 

Inquiring  why  I  loved  her. 


Ily  doth  the  (lubborne  iron  prove 
So  gentle  to  th'  magnetique  ftone? 
vl  Sflow  know  you  that  the  orbs  doe  move  ; 
With  muficke  too?  fince  heard  of  none? 
And  I  will  anfwer  why  I  love. 

'Tis  not  thy  vertues,  each  a  Rarre 

Which  in  thy  foules  bright  fphearc  doc  fliine, 

Shooting  their  beauties  from  a  farrc. 

To  make  each  gazers  heart  like  thine; 

Our  vertues  often  Meteors  are. 

'Tis  not  thy  face,  I  cannot  fpie 

When  Poets  weei)e  fome  Virgins  death, 

That  C7///V/ wantons  in  her  eye, 

Or  perfumes  vapour  from  her  breath, 

And  'mongfl  the  dead  thou  once  muR  lie.' 

1  And  there  must  once  ihy  beauty  lie.     1634,  1635. 
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Nor  is't  thy  birth.     For  T  was  ne're 

So  vaine  as  in  that  to  dehght : 

Which  ballance  it,  no  weight  doth  beare, 

Nor  yet  is  obje6l  to  the  fight, 

But  onely  fils  the  vulgar  eare. 

Nor  yet  thy  fortunes  :  Since  I  know 

They  in  their  motion  hke  the  Sea : 

Ebbe  from  the  good,  to  the  impious  flow : 

And  so  in  flattery  betray. 

That,  raifing  they  but  overthrow. 

And  yet  thefe  attributes  might  prove 
Fuell  enough  t'  enflame  defire ; 
But  there  was  fomething  from  above, 
Shot  without  reafons  guide,  this  fire. 
I  know,  yet  know  not,  why  I  love. 

To    C  A  S  T  A  R  A, 

Lookmg  tipon  him. 

Ransfix  me  with  that  flaming  dart 
Ith'  eye,  or  brefl,  or  any  part. 
So  thou,  Cajlara,  fpare  my  heart. 

The  cold  Cymerian  by  that  bright 
Warme  wound,  ith'  darkneffe  of  his  night, 
Might  both  recover  heat,  and  light. 

The  rugged  Scythian  gently  move, 
Ith'  whifpering  fliadow  of  fome  grove^ 
That's  confecrate  to  fportive  Love. 

December  fee  the  Primrofe  grow, 
The  Rivers  in  foft  murmurs  flow, 
And  from  his  head  fliake  off  his  fnow. 

And  crooked  age  might  feele  againe 

Thofe  heates,  of  which  youth  did  complaine, 

While  frefli  blood  fwels  each  withered  veyne. 
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For  the  bright  luRre  of  thy  eyes, 
Which  but  to  warrne  them  would  fuffice, 
May  burne  me  to  a  facrifice. 

^  To  the  right  honourable  the  Counteffe  of  Kv. 


Mlng'd  with  delight  (yet  fuch  as  flill  doth  beare 
Chaflevertues  (lamp)  thofe  Children  of  the  yeere 
The  dayes,  hafle  nimbly;  and  while  as  they  flie, 
"Each  of  them  with  their  predecelTors  vie, 
Which  yeelds  mofl  pleafure ;  you  to  them  difpence, 
What  Time  lofl  with  his  cradle,  innocence. 
So  I  (if  fimcic  not  delude  my  fight,) 
See  often  the  pale  monarch  of  the  night, 
Diana,  'mong  her  nimphs.     For  every  (juire 
Of  vulgar  (larres,  who  lend  their  weaker  fire 
To  conquer  the  nights  chilneffe,  with  their  Qucene, 
In  harmeleffe  revels  tread  the  happy  greene. 
But  I  who  am  profcrib'd  by  t>Tant  love, 
Seeke  out  a  filent  exile  in  fome  grove, 
Where  nought  except  a  folitary  Spring, 
Was  ever  heard,  to  which  the  Nimphs  did  fing 
Narciffus  obfequies  :  For  onely  there 
Is  mufique  apt  to  aitch  an  am'rous  eare. 
Cajlara  !  oh  my  heart !     How  great  a  flame 
Did  even  fhoot  into  me  with  her  name  ? 
Cajhira  hath  betray'd  me  to  a  zeale 
WIii<  h  thus  diflracfls  my  hopes.     Flints  may  conceale 
In  their  cold  vcynes  a  fire.     But  I  whofe  heart 
By  Love's  diffolv'd,  ne're  pradtis'd  that  cold  art. 
But  truce  thou  warring  jiaffion,  for  Tie  now 
Madam  to  you  addreffe  this  folemnc  vow. 
By  Vertuc  and  yf)ur  felfe  (befl  friciuls)  I  findc 
In  the  intcrif)ur  province  of  your  minde 
Such  government :  That  if  great  men  obey 
Th'  examj)le  of  your  order,  they  will  fway 
Without  rcproofe.     For  onely  you  unite 
Honour  with  fwectenefTe,  vertue  with  delight 

I   To  the  right  lioHourahU  my  very  gond  Lady, 
Anne  Counttttt  o/  Ar.     1634,  1635. 
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Vpon  Castara's  frowne  or  f mile. 


Earned  fliade  of  Tycho  Brache,  who  to  us. 
The  flars  propheticke  language  didfl  impart, 
And  even  in  hfe  their  myfleries  difcuffe : 
Cajlara  hath  o'rethrowne  thy  flrongefl  art. 

When  cuflome  ftruggles  from  her  beaten  path, 
Then  accidents  mufl,  needs  uncertaine  be. 
Tor  if  Cajlara  fmile  ;  though  winter  hath 
Lock't  up  the  rivers  :  Summer's  warme  in  me. 

And  Flora  by  the  miracle  reviv'd, 

Doth  even  at  her  owne  beauty  wondring  fland. 

But  fliould  flie  frowne,  the  Northerne  wind  arriv'd, 

In  midfl  of  Summer,  leads  his  frozen  band  : 

AVhich  doth  to  yce  my  youthfull  blood  congeale, 
Yet  in  the  midfl  of  yce,  ilill  flames  my  zeale. 


hi    C  A  S  T  A  R  A, 

All  fortunes. 

ilE  glorious  wits,  who  finde  then  Parian  Hone, 
A  nobler  quarry  to  build  trophies  on,     [fame, 
Purchafl'gainfl  conquer'd  time;  Go  court  loud 
He  wins  it,  who  but  fmgs  CaJIara's  name? 
Afpiring  foules,  who  grow  but  in  a  Spring, 
Forc't  by  the  warmth  of  fome  indulgent  King : 
Know  if  Cajlara  hnile  :  I  dwell  in  it. 
And  vie  for  glory  with  the  J'avorit. 
Ye  fonnes  of  avarice,  who  but  to  fhare 
Vncertaine  treafure  with  a  certaine  care. 
Tempt  death  in  th'  horrid  Ocean  :  I,  when  ere 
]  but  approach  her,  find  the  Indies  there. 

Heaven  brightefl  Saint,  kinde  to  my  vowes  made  thee 
Of  all  ambition  courts,  th'  Epitome. 


2^ 
Vp07t  thought  C  A  s  T  A  R  A  vtay  dye. 


^^F  fhe  fhould  dye,  (as  well  fufpe6l  we  may, 
A  body  fo  compacl  fhould  ne're  decay) 
Her  brighter  foule  would  in  the  Moone  infpire 
More  chaflity,  in  dimmer  (larres  more  fire. 
You  twins  of  Lada  (as  your  parents  are 
In  their  wild  lulls)  may  grow  irregular 
Now  in  your  motion  :  for  the  marriner 
Henceforth  fhall  onely  fleere  his  courfe  by  her. 
And  when  the  zeale  of  after  time^  fhall  fpie 
Her  uncorrupt  ith'  happy  marble  lie ; 
The  rofes  in  her  cheekes  unwithered, 
'Twill  tume  to  love,  and  dote  upon  the  dead. 
For  he  who  did  to  her  in  life  difpence 
A  heaven,  will  banifh  all  corruption  thence. 


Time  to  the  moments,  on  fight 

of  Q  P^^l  Klk  K. 

Ou  younger  children  of  your  father  (lay, 
Swift  flying  moments  (which  divide  the  day 
And  with  your  number  meafurc  out  the  ycare 
In  various  fcafons)  (lay  and  wonder  here. 
For  fince  my  cradle,  I  fo  bright  a  grace 
Ne're  faw,  as  you  fee  in  Cajlara's  face ; 
Whom  nature  to  revenge  fomc  youthfull  crime 
Would  never  frame,  till  age  had  weakened  Time. 
Elfe  fj'ight  of  fate,  in  fome  faire  forme  of  clay 
My  youth  I'de  boflied,  throwne  my  fythc  away, 
And  broke  my  glaffe.     But  fmce  that  cannot  be, 
I'le  i)unifh  Nature  for  her  injurie. 

On  nimble  moments  in  your  journey  flie, 
Cajlara  fliall  like  me,  grow  old,  and  die. 

1  timet.     1634. 


28 


To  a  friend  inquiring  her  name,  wJiom 
he  loved. 


Ond  Love  himfelfe  hopes  to  difguife 
From  view,  if  he  but  covered  hes, 
Ith'  veile  of  my  tranfparent  eyes. 


Though  in  a  fmile  himfelfe  he  hide, 
Or  in  a  figh,  thou  art  fo  tride 
In  all  his  arts,  hee'le  be  difcride. 

I  mufl  confeffe  (Deare  friend)  my  flame, 
Whofe  boafls  Cajlara  fo  doth  tame, 
That  not  thy  faith,  fliall  know  her  name. 

Twere  prophanation  of  my  zeale, 
If  but  abroad  one  whifper  fleale, 
They  love  betray,  who  him  revcale. 

In  a  darke  cave  which  never  eye 
Could  by  his  fubtlefl  ray  defcry, 
It  doth  like  a  rich  minerall  lye. 

Which  if  fhe  with  her  flame  refine, 
I'de  force  it  from  that  obfcure  Mine, 
And  then  it  like  pure  fliould  fliine. 


A  Dialogue  betweene  31) 0 p £  dnd Mzuxt. 
/care, 


Hecke  thy  forward  thoughts,  and  know 
Hymen  onely  joynes  their  hands; 
Who  with  even  paces  goe, 
Shee  in  gold,  he  rich  in  lands. 

^opc.  But  Caflards  purer  fire, 

When  it  meetes  a  noble  flame  : 
Shuns  the  fmoke  of  fuch  defire, 
loynes  with  love,  and  burnes  the  fame. 
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/"care  Yet  obedience  mufl  prevaile, 

They  who  o're  her  actions  fway : 
Would  have  her  in  th'  Ocean  faile, 
And  contemne  thy  narrow  fea. 

Tjopc.  Parents  lawes  mufl  beare  no  weight 
When  they  happineffe  prevent. 
And  our  fea  is  not  fo  flreiglit, 
But  it  roome  hath  for  content. 

ftaxe.  Thoufand  hearts  as  vidlims  ftand, 
At  the  Altar  of  her  eyes. 
And  will  partiall  Hie  command, 
Onely  thine  for  facrifice  ? 

■gope.  Thoufand  vidlims  mufl  returne  ; 
Shee  the  pureft  will  defigne  : 
Choofe  Cajlara  which  fhall  burne, 
Choofe  the  purcfl,  that  is,  mine. 


7b  C  V  P  I  D, 

Vpo7i  a  dimple  in  C  a  s  t  a  R  a's  chccke. 


Imblc  boy  in  thy  wanne  flight, 
^►jf-«fq|\\'hat  cold  tyrant  dimm'd  tiiy  fight? 
J.Pf^.l  'Hadd  thou  eyes  to  fee  my  faire, 

"  riiou  wouldfl  figh  thy  felfe  to  ayre  : 
Fearing  to  create  this  one, 
Nature  had  her  felfe  undone. 
But  if  you  when  this  you  heare 
Fall  downe  murdered  through  your  care, 
Beggc  of  Icnie  that  you  may  have 
In  her  cheeke  a  dimpled  grave, 
Lilly,  Rofe,  and  Violet, 
Shall  the  perfum'd  Hearfe  befet 
While  a  beauteous  flieet  of  Lawnc, 
O're  the  wanton  cor|)S  is  drawne  : 
And  all  lovers  ufe  this  breath  ; 
"  Here  lies  Cupid  blefl  in  death. 
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Vpon  C  V  p  I  d'  s  death  and  buriall  in 
Castara's    cheeke 

\l'pids  dead.     Who  would  not  dye, 

To  be  interr'd  fo  neere  her  eye? 

I  Who  would  feare  the  fword,  to  have 

Such  an  Alabafler  grave  ? 
O're  which  two  bright  tapers  burne, 
To  give  light  to  the  beauteous  Vrne. 
At  the  firfl  Cajlara  fmil'd, 
Thinking  Cupid  her  beguil'd, 
Onely  counterfeiting  death. 
But  when  fhe  perceiv'd  his  breath 
Quite  expir'd  :  the  mournefuU  Girle, 
To  entombe  the  boy  in  Pearle, 
Wept  fo  long ;  till  pittious  love, 
From  the  afhes  of  this  Love, 
Made  ten  thoufand  Cupids  rife, 
But  confin'd  them  to  her  eyes  : 
Where  they  yet,  to  fliew  they  lacke 
No  due  forrow,  flill  weare  blacke. 
But  the  blacks  fo  glorious  are 
Which  they  mourne  in,  that  the  faire 
Quires  of  llarres,  look  pale  and  fret, 
Seeing  themfelves  out  fliin'd  by  jet. 

To  Fame. 

ILy  on  thy  fwiftefl  wing,  ambitious  Fame, 
lAnd  fpeake  to  the  cold  North  Cajlara's  name : 
|\Vhich  very  breath  will,  like  the  Eafl  wind,  bring 
The  temp'rate  warmth,  and  muficke  of  the  Spring. 
Then  from  the  Articke  to  th'  Antarticke  Pole, 
Hafle  nimbly  and  infpire  a  gentler  foule, 
By  naming  her,  ith'  torrid  South  ;  that  he 
May  milde  as  Zephinis  coole  whifpers  be. 
Nor  let  the  Wefl  where  heaven  already  joynes, 
The  vaflefl  Empire,  and  the  wealthiefl  Mines  ; 
Nor  th'  P^.afl  in  pleafures  wanton,  her  condemnf, 
For  not  diflributing  her  gifts  on  them. 


3^ 

For  fhe  with  want  would  have  her  bounty  meete. 
Loves  noble  charity  is  fo  difcreete. 

A  Dialogue  betweene  ^  r  it  p  h  i  1 1  and 
C  It  s  t  It  r  it. 

^rapl].  ]L'i^»^lOfl  not  thou  Cajlara  read 

Am'rous  volumes  in  my  eyes? 
jDoth  not  every  motion  plead 
What  I'de  fhew,  and  yet  difguife  ? 

Sences  acfl  each  others  part. 

Eyes,  as  tongues,  reveale  the  heart. 

Cajst.      I  faw  love,  as  lightning  breake 

From  thy  eyes,  and  was  content 

Oft  to  heare  thy  filence  fpeake. 

Silent  love  is  eloquent. 

So  the  fence  of  learning  heares, 
The  dumbe  muficke  of  the  Spheares. 

3lrapl).  Then  there's  mercy  in  your  kinde, 
Liflning  to  an  unfain'd  love, 
Or  flrives  he  to  tame  the  wind, 
Who  would  your  comjjaffion  move  ? 

No  y'are  pittious,  as  y're  faire. 

Heaven  relents,  o'recome  by  prayer. 
Cast.      But  loofe  man  too  prodigall 
Is  in  the  exjjence  of  vowcs  ; 
Anfl  thinks  to  him  kingflomes  fall 
When  the  heart  of  woman  bowes  : 

Frailty  to  your  armes  may  yecld ; 

Who  rcfifls  you,  wins  the  field. 

3lrapl).  Triumph  not  to  fee  me  bleerle, 

Let  the  Bore  chafed'  from  his  den, 
On  the  wounds  of  mankinde  fecde. 
Your  foft  fexe  fhould  pitty  men. 

Malice  well  may  pra6tife  Art, 

Love  hath  a  tranfjjarent  heart. 

dajJt.      Vet  is  love  all  one  deceit, 
A  warme  froft,  a  frozen  fire. 

'  chafed.     1634,  1635 
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She  within  her  felfe  is  great, 

Who  is  Have  to  no  defire. 

Let  youth  a(Sl,  and  age  advife, 
And  then  love  may  finde  his  eyes. 

^rapl).  Hymens  torch  yeelds  a  dim  hght, 
When  ambition  joynes  our  hands. 
A  proud  day,  but  mournefuU  night, 
She  fuflaines,  who  marries  lands. 

Wealth  flaves  man,  but  for  their  Ore, 
Th'  Indians  had  beene  free,  though  poore. 

CTasft.     And  yet  wealth  the  fuell  is 

Which  maintaines  the  nuptiall  fire, 
And  in  honour  there's  a  bliffe. 
Th'  are  immortall  who  afpire. 

But  truth  fayes,  no  joyes  are  fweete, 
But  where  hearts  united  meete. 

^mpl).  Rofes  breath  not  fuch  a  fent. 

To  perfume  the  neighbr'ing  groves  ; 
As  when  you  affirme  content, 
In  no  fphcare  of  glory  moves. 
Glory  narrow  foules  combines  : 
Noble  hearts  Love  onely  joynes. 

To    C  A  S  T  A  R  A, 

Intending  a  journey  into  the  Countrey. 

Hy  hafle  you  hence  CaJIarai  can  the  earth, 
A  glorious  mother,  in  her  flowry  birth, 
ShewLillies  like  thy  brow?  Can  flie  difclofe 
In  emulation  of  thy  cheeke,  a  Rofe, 
Sweete  as  thy  blufli  ?  Upon  thy  felfe  then  fet 
lull  value,  and  fcorne  it,  thy  counterfet. 
The  Spring's  flill  with  thee ;  But  perhaps  the  field. 
Not  warm'd  with  tliy  approach,  Avants  force  to  yeeld. 
Her  tribute  to  the  Plough  ;  O  rather  let 
Th'  ingratefull  earth  for  ever  be  in  debt 
To  th'  hope  of  fweating  induflry,  than  we 
Should  fl-arve  with  cold,  who  have  no  heat  but  thee. 
Nor  feare  the  publike  good.     Thy  eyes  can  give 
A  life  to  all,  who  can  delerve  to  live. 
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Ypo7i  Castara's  departure. 

Am  engag'd  to  fon-ow,  and  my  heart 
Feeles  a  di(lra6led  rage.      Though  you  depart 
And  leave  me  to  my  feares;  let  love  in  fpite 
Of  abfence,  our  divided  foules  unite. 
But  you  mufl  goe.     The  melancholy  Doves 
Draw  Vetius  chariot  hence.     The  fportive  Loves 
Which  wont  to  wanton  here,  hence  with  you  flye, 
And  like  falfe  friends  forfake  me  when  I  dye. 
For  ])Ut  a  walking  tombe,  what  can  he  be  ; 
Whofe  bed  of  life  is  forc't  to  part  with  thee  ? 

To     C  A  S  T  A  R  A, 

Vpon  a  treinbling  kiffe  at  dcpart^ire. 

1 1  r  Arabian  wind,  whofe  breathing  gently  blows 
Purple  to  th'  Violet,  bluflies  to  the  Rofe; 
Did  never  yecld  an  odour  rich  as  this. 
Why  are  you  then  fo  thrifty  of  a  kiffe, 
Authoriz'd  even  by  cuflome?    Why  doth  feare 
So  tremble  on  your  lip,  my  lip  being  neare? 
Thinke  you  I  parting  with  fo  fad  a  zeale, 
Will  a(5l  fo  blacke  a  mifchiefe,  as  to  fleale 
Thy  Rofes  thence  ?     And  they,  by  this  device, 
Tranfplanted  :  fomcwhere  elfe  force  Paradice? 
Or  elfe  you  fcare,  Icfl.  you,  fhould  my  heart  skip 
Vp  to  my  mouth,  t'  incounter  with  your  lip. 
Might  rob  me  of  it :  and  be  judg'd  in  this, 
T'  have  ludas  like  betraid  me  with  a  kiffe. 

To  Casta  r  a, 

Looking  backe  at  her  departing. 

Ooke  backe  Cajlara.     From  thy  eye 
Let  yet  more  flaming  arrowes  flye. 
To  live,  is  thus  to  burne  and  dye. 

For  wliat  might  glorious  hope  defirc, 

But  that  thy  fclfe,  as  I  expire, 

Should  bring  both  death  and  funerall  fire? 
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Didracfled  Love,  fhall  grieve  to  fee 
Such  zeale  in  death  :  For  feare  left  he 
Himfelfe,  fhould  be  confumed  in  me. 

And  gathering  up  my  aflies,  weepe, 
That  in  his  teares  he  then  may  fleepe : 
And  thus  embalm'd,  as  reliques,  keepe. 

Thither  let  lovers  pilgrims  turne, 

And  the  loofe  flames  in  which  they  burne. 

Give  up  as  offerings  to  my  Vrne. 

That  them  the  vertue  of  my  Ihrine, 

By  miracle  fo  long  refine  ; 

Till  they  prove  innocent  as  mine. 

Vpon  Castara's  abfence. 

|Is  madneffe  to  give  Phyficke  to  the  dead  ; 
Then  leave  me  friends:  Yet  haply  you'd  here  read 
I A  le6lure  ;  but  I'le  not  diffedled  be, 
T'  inflrudl  your  Art  by  my  anatomie. 
But  ftill  you  trufl  your  fenfe,  fweare  you  difcry 
No  difference  in  me.     All's  deceit  oth'eye, 
Some  fpirit  hath  a  body  fram'd  in  th'  ayre, 
Like  mine,  which  he  doth  to  delude  you,  weare  : 
Elfe  heaven  by  miracle  makes  me  furvive 
My  felfe,  to  keepe  in  me  poore  Love  alive. 
But  I  am  dead,  yet  let  none  queftion  where 
My  beft  part  refts,  and  with  a  figh  or  teare, 
Prophane  the  Pompe,  when  they  my  corps  interre, 
My  foule  impardis'd,  for  'tis  with  her. 

To    C  A  S  T  A  R  A, 

Complaining  her  abfence  in  the  Country. 

|He  leffer  people  of  the  ayre  confpire 
To  keepe  thee  from  me,  Philomel \i\\kv  higher 
I  And  fweeter notes,  wooes  thee  to  weepeherrape. 
Which  would  appeafe  the  gods,  and  change  iter 
The  early  Larke,  preferring  'fare  foft  reft  [ftiape. 
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Obfequious  duty,  leaves  his  downy  neft., 
And  doth  to  thee  harmonious  tribute  pay  ; 
Expecling  from  thy  eyes  the  breake  of  day. 
From  which  the  Owle  is  frighted,  and  doth  rove 
(As  never  having  felt  the  warmth  of  love.) 
In  uncouth  vaults,  and  the  chill  fhades  of  night, 
Nor  biding  the  bright  luflre  of  thy  fight. 

With  him  my  fate  agrees.     Not  viewing  thee 
I'me  lofl  in  mifts,  at  befl,  but  meteors  fee. 

To  T  II  AMES. 


Wift  in  thy  watry  chariot,  courteous  Thames, 
Haft  by  the  happy  error  of  thy  ftreames, 
i'o  kifle  the  banks  oiMarlow,  which  doth  fliow 
^Faire  Seymors,  and  beyond  that  never  flow. 

Then  fummon  all  thy  Swans,  tliat  who  did  give 

Muficke  to  death,  may  henceforth  fmg,  and  live, 

For  my  Cajlara.     She  can  life  reftore. 

Or  quicken  them  who  had  no  life  before. 

How  fhould  the  Poplar  elfe  the  Pine  provoke ; 

The  ftately  Cedar  challenge  the  rude  Oke 

To  dance  at  fight  of  her  ?     They  have  no  fenfe 

From  nature  given,  but  by  her  influence. 

I  If  Orpheus  did  thofe  fcnflcffe  creatures  move, 
He  was  a  Prophet,  and  fore-Iang  my  love. 

To  the  rii^ht  honourable  the  Earle 

of    S  H  R  E  W  E  S/ 

TV  Mufe  (great  Lord)  when  laft  you  heard  her  fmg 
l;i(l  to  your  Vncles  Vme,  her  off'rings  bring: 
\  nd  if  to  fame  I  may  give  faith,  your  eares 
I  delighted  in  the  muiickc  of  her  teares. 
That  was  her  debt  to  vcrtue.     And  when  e're 
She  her  bright  head  among  the  clouds  fliall  reare 
And  adde  to  th'  wondring  heavens  a  new  flame, 

X    \i  OrphtMi  <\\A  thi«:  scnslewe  creature!!  stirrc, 

He  wa.i  a  Prophet,  and  fore-sang  of  her.      1634,  1635. 
t  Te  Ihi Right HoHournbtt  myvtry  good  Lord,  1  o  II  N  EarUo/S.    1634,  i6.n 
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Shee'le  celebrate  the  Genius  of  your  name. 

Wilde  with  another  rage,  infpir'd  by  love, 

She  charmes  the  Myrtles  of  the  Idalian  grove. 

And  while  fhe  gives  the  Cyprian  flormes  a  law, 

Thofe  wanton  Doves  which  Cythereia  draw 

Through  th'am'rous  ayre :  Admire  what  power  dothfway 

The  Ocean,  and  arrefl  them  in  their  way. 

She  fmgs  Cajlara  then.     O  flie  more  bright, 

Than  is  the  flarry  Senate  of  the  night ; 

Who  in  their  motion  did  like  flraglers  erre, 

Caufe  they  deriv'd  no  influence  from  her, 

Who's  conflant  as  file's  chafle.     The  Sinne  hath  beene 

Clad  like  a  neighb'ring  fhepheard  often  feene 

To  hunt  thofe  Dales,  in  hope  then  Daphnes,  there 

To  fee  a  brighter  face.     Th'  Aflrologer 

In  th'  interim  dyed,  whofe  proud  Art  could  not  Ihow 

Whence  that  Ecclipfe  did  on  the  fudden  grow. 

A  wanton  Satyre  eager  in  the  chafe 

Of  fome  faire  Nimph,  beheld  CaJIard's  face, 

And  left  his  loofe  purfuite  ;  who  while  he  ey'd, 

Vnchaflely,  fuch  a  beauty,  glorified 

With  fuch  a  vertuc ;  by  heavens  great  commands 

Turn'd  marble,  and  there  yet  a  Statute  Rands. 

As  Poet  thus.     But  as  a  Christian  now. 

And  by  my  zeale  to  you  (my  Lord)  I  vow, 

She  doth  a  flame  fo  pure  and  facred  move; 

In  me  impiety  'twere  not  to  love. 

To   C  V  p  I  D. 

WiJJiing  a  fpeedy  pajfage  to  C  A  s  T  A  R  a. 

Hankes  Cupid,  but  the  Coach  of  F^«?w moves 
For  me  too  flow,  drav/n  but  by  lazie  Doves. 
I,  lefl  a  journey  my  delay  fliould  finde. 
Will  leape  into  the  chariot  of  the  winde. 
Swift  as  the  flight  of  lightning  through  the  ayre, 
Hee'le  hurry  me  till  I  approach  the  faire 
But  unkinde  Seymors.     Thus  he  will  proclaime, 
What  tribute  winds  owe  to  Cajlara's  name. 
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Viewing  this  prodigie,  aflonifht  they, 

Who  firfl  accefle  deny'd  me,  will  obey, 

With  feare  what  love  commands  :  Yet  cenfure  me 

As  guilty  of  the  blackefl  forcery. 

But  after  to  my  wifhes  milder  prove : 
When  they  know  this  the  miracle  of  love. 

To     C  A  S  T  A  R  A. 

Of  Love. 


'Ow  fancie  mockes  me?    By  th'  effecfl  I  prove, 
Twas  am'rous  folly,  wings  afcrib'd  to  love, 
And  ore  th'  obedient  elements  command. 
Hee's  lame  as  he  is  blinde,  for  here  I  lland 
Fixt  as  the  earth.      Throw  then  this  Idoll  downe 
Yee  lovers  who  firfl  made  it ;  which  can  frowne 
Or  fmile  but  as  you  pleafe.     But  I'me  untame 
In  rage.     Cajlara  call  thou^  on  his  name. 
And  though  hee'le  not  bcare  up  my  vowes  to  thee, 
Hee'le  triumph  to  bring  downe  my  Saint  to  me. 

To  the  Spring, 
Vpon  the  uncertainty  ^  C  a  s  t  a  r  a's  abode. 

j^  A  ire  M  iflrcfle  oP  th  e  earth,  with  garlands  crown'd 
Rife,bya  lovers charme,fromtheparcht  ground, 


jAnd  fliew  thyllowry  wealth  :  that  flie,  where  ere 
Her  (larres  fliall  guide  her,  nicete  thy  beauties 
Should  flic  to  the  cold  Northernc  climates  goc,  [there. 
Force  thy  affrighted  Lillies  there  to  grow; 
Thy  Rofcs  in  thofe  gelid  ficMs  t'  aj^jieare; 
She  abfcnt,  I  have  all  their  Winter  here. 
Or  if  to  the  torrid  Zone  her  way  flie  bend, 
Her  the  coole  breathing  oi  Favonius  lend, 
Thither  command  the  birds  to  bring  their  quires. 
That  Zone  is  temp'rate.     I  have  all  his  fires. 

Attend  her,  courteous  Sjjring,  though  we  fliould  here 
Lofe  by  it  all  the  treafures  of  the  yeere. 

1  tlicn.      1O34.  *  to.      1634,  1635. 
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To  Reafon, 

Vpon  C  A  s  T  A  R  a's  abfeiice. 

jjlth  your  calme  precepts  goe,  and  lay  a  florme, 
Infomebrefl.  flegmatickewhich  would  conforme 
Her  life  to  your  cold  lawes  :  In  vain  y'  engage 
Your  felfe  on  me.     I  will  obey  my  rage. 
Shee's  gone,  and  I  am  loft.     Some  unknowne  grove 
rie  finde,  whereby  the  miracle  of  Love 
rie  turne  t'  a  fountaine,  and  divide  the  yeere, 
By  numbring  every  moment  with  a  teare. 
Where  if  Cajlara  (to  avoyd  the  beames 
Oth'neighb'ring  Sun)  fhall  wandring  meete  my  flreames. 
And  tafting,  hope  her  thirft  alaid  fhall  be, 
Shee'le  feele  a  fudden  flame,  and  burne  like  me  : 
And  thus  diftracSled  cry.     Tell  me  thou  cleere, 
But  treach'rous  Fount,  what  lover's  coffin'd  here? 

A 11^  anfwere  toQ.K^.Tk.'^f'i^^  quejlion. 

I'ls  I  Cajlara,  who  when  thou  wert  gone. 
Did  freeze  into  this  melancholy  ftone, 
To  weepe  the  minutes  of  thy  abfence.    Where 
Can  greefe  have  freer  fcopeto  moume  than  here? 
The  Larke  here  pra6lifeth  a  fweeter  ftraine, 
Aurora! s  early  blufh  to  entertaine. 
And  having  too  deepe  tafted  of  thefe  ftreames, 
He  loves,  and  amoroufly  courts  her  beames. 
The  courteous  turtle  with  a  wandring  zeale, 
Saw  how  to  ftone  I  did  my  felfe  congeale. 
And  murm'ring  askt  what  power  this  change  did  move. 
The  language  of  my  waters  whifpered.  Love. 
And  thus  transform'd  He  ftand,  till  I  fhall  fee, 
That  heart  fo  fton'd  and  frozen,  thaw'd  in  thee. 

1  In.     1634. 


^^ 
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To     C  A  S  T  A  R  A. 

Vpon  the  difgiiifLng  his  affcHion. 

'Renounce  me  guilty  of  a  Blacker  crime, 
Then  e're  in  the  large  Volume  writ  by  Time, 
The  fad  Hiflorian  reades,  if  not  my  Art 
'DilTembles  love,  to  veile  an  am'rous  heart. 
For  when  the  zealous  anger  of  my  friend 
Checkes  my  unufuall  fadneffe  :  I  pretend 
To  fludy  vertue,  which  indeede  I  doe, 
He  mud  court  vertue  who  afpires  to  you. 
Or  that  fome  friend  is  dead  and  then  a  teare, 
A  figh  or  groane  (leales  from  me :  for  I  feare 
Lefl  death  with  love  hath  flrooke  my  heart,  and  all 
Thefe  forrowes  ufher  but  its  funerall. 
iWhich  fhould  revive,  fhould  there  you  a  mourner  be, 
And  force  a  nuptiall  in  an  obfequie. 

To  the  Iionourablc  my  honoured  kin/man. 
Mr.  G.  T. 

ITrice  hath  the  pale-fac'd  Emprefle  of  the  night, 

cnt  in  her  chafle  increafe  her  borrowed  light, 

Vo  guide  the  vowing  Mariner:  fince  mute 


Talbot  th'aR  beene,  too  flothfull  to  falute 
'Ihy  exil'd  fcrvant.     Labour  not  t'  excufe 
This  dull  negle<fl :  Love  never  wants  a  Mufe. 
When  thunder  fummons  from  eternall  flecpe 
Th'  imprifon'd  ghofls,  and  fpreads  oth'  frighted  deepe, 
A  veile  of  darkneffe;  penitent  to  be 
I  may  forget,  yet  flill  remember  thee, 
Next  to  my  faire,  under  whofe  eye-lids  move, 
In  nimble  meafures  beauty,  wit,  and  love. 
Nor  thinkc  Cajlara  (though  the  fcxc  be  frailc. 
And  ever  like  unrertaine  veffels  faile 
On  th'  ocean  of  their  pafTions;  while  each  wind 
Triumphs  to  fee  their  more  unccrtaine  mind,) 
Can  be  induc't  to  alter  :   Every  flarrc 
May  in  its  motion  grow  irregular ; 

1  Which  would  revive,  should  you  there  mourner  be.     1634,  1635. 
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The  Sunne  forget  to  yeeM  his  welcome  flame 
To  th'  teeming  earth,  yet  flie  remaine  the  fame. 
And  in  my  armes  (if  Poets  may  divine) 
I  once  that  world  of  beauty  fliall  intwine, 
And  on  her  lips  print  volumes  of  my  love, 
Without  a  froward  checke,  and  fvveetly  move 
Ith'  Labyrinth  of  delight.     If  not,  He  draw 
Her  pi6lure  on  my  heart,  and  gently  thaw 
With  warmth  of  zeale,  untill  I  heaven  entreat, 
To  give  true  life  to  th'  ayery  counterfeit. 


Eccho  to  Narciffus. 
In  praife  ^Castara's  difcrede  Love. 

|Corn'd  in  thy  watry  Vrne  Narciffus  lye, 
Thou  flialt  not  force  more  tribute  from  my  eye 
|T'  increafe  thy  flreames:  or  make  me  weepe  a 
fliowre. 

To  adde  frefh  beauty  to  thee,  now  a  flowre. 
But  fhould  relenting  heaven  reflore  thee  fence, 
To  fee  fuch  wifedome  temper  innocence, 
In  faire  Cajlara's  love ;  how  fhe  difcreet, 
Makes  caution  with  a  noble  freedome  meete, 
At  the  fame  moment ;  thould'fl  confeffe  fond  boy, 
Fooles  onely  think  them  vertuous,  who  are  coy. 
And  wonder  not  that  I,  who  have  no  choyce 
Of  fpeech,  have  prayfmg  her  fo  free  a  voyce  : 
Heaven  her  feverefl  fentence  doth  repeale, 
When  to  Cajlara  I  would  fpeake  my  zeale. 

To    C  A  S  T  A  R  A, 

Being  debarrd  her  prefence. 

Anifht  from  you,  I  charg'd  the  nimble  winde, 
jMy  unfeene  Meffenger,  to  fpeake  myminde, 
In  am'rous  whifpers  to  you.    But  my  Mufe 
Left  the  unruly  fpirit  fhould  abufe 

The  trufl  repos'd  in  him,  fayd  it  was  due 

To  her  alone,  to  fmg  my  loves  to  you. 

Heare  her  then  fpeake.     Bright  Lady,  from  whofe  eye 
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Shot  lightning  to  his  heart,  who  joyes  to  dye 

A  martyr  in  your  flames  :  O  let  your  love 

Be  great  and  firme  as  his  ;  Then  nought  fhall  move 

Your  fetled  faiths,  that  both  may  grow  together : 

Or  if  by  Fate  divided,  both  may  wither. 

Hark  !  'twas  a  groane.     Ah  how  fad  abfence  rends 

His  troubled  thoughts  !  See,  he  from  Marlow  fends 

His  eyes  to  Scymors.     Then  chides  th'  envious  trees, 

And  unkinde  diftance.     Yet  his  fancie  fees 

And  courts  your  beauty,  joyes  as  he  had  cleav'd 

Clofe  to  you,  and  then  weepes  becaufe  deceiv'd. 

Be  conflant  as  y'are  faire.     For  I  fore-fee 

A  glorious  triumph  waits  o'th  vi<ftorie 

Your  love  will  purchafe,  (hewing  us  to  prize 

A  true  content.    There  onely  Love  hath  eyes. 

To  Seymors, 
The  houfe  in  which  C  a  s  T  A  R  a   lived. 


^Lefl  Temple,  haile,  where  the  Chafl  Altar  (lands, 
Which  Nature  built,  but  the  exa6ler  hands 
Of  Vertue  poliOit.  Though  fad  Fate  deny 
My  prophane  fecte  acceffe,  my  vowes  fliall  flye. 
May  thofe  Mufitians,  which  divide  the  ayre 
With  their  harmonious  breath,  their  (light  ])repare, 
For  this  glad  jtlacc,  and  all  their  accents  frame, 
To  teach  the  Eccho  my  Cajlaras  name. 
The  bcautious  troopes  of  graces  led  by  love 
In  chadc  attem[)ts,  pofleffc  the  neighb'ring  grove 
Where  may  the  Spring  dwell  flill.    May  every  tree 
Tume  to  a  Laurell,  and  propheticke  be. 
Which  fhall  in  its  firfl  Oracle  divine. 
That  courteous  Fate  decree  Cajlara  mine. 

To  the  Dew, 

/;/  hope  to  fee  C  a  s  T  a  R  A  walking. 

Right  Dew  which  dofl  the  field  adorne 
As  th'  earth  to  welcome  in  the  morne. 
Would  hang  a  Jewell  on  cacli  come. 
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Did  not  the  pittious  night,  whofe  eares 
Have  oft  beene  confcious  of  my  fearcs 
Diftill  you  from  her  eyes  as  teares  ? 
Or  that  Cajlara  for  your  zeale, 
When  file  her  beauties  fhall  reveale, 
Miglit  you  to  Dyamonds  congeale  ? 

If  not  your  pity,  yet  how  ere 

Your  care  I  praife,  'gainfl  flie  appeare, 

To  make  the  wealthy  Indies  here. 

But  fee  fhe  comes.     Bright  lampe  oth'  skie, 
Put  out  thy  light :  the  world  fhall  fpie, 
A  fairer  Sunne  in  either  eye. 

And  liquid  Pearl e,  hang  heavie  now 
On  every  graffe  that  it  may  bow 
In  veneration  of  her  brow. 

Yet  if  the  wind  fliould  curious  be, 
And  were  I  here,  fhould  queflion  thee, 
Plee's  full  of  whifpers,  fpeak  not  me. 

But  if  the  bufie  tell-tale  day, 
Our  happy  enterview  betray  ; 
Left  thou  confeffe  too,  melt  away. 

To    C  A  S  T  A  R  A. 

Tay  under  the  kinde  fhadow  of  this  tree 
Cajlara,  and  protedl  thy  felfe  and  me  [Kings, 
From  the  Sunnesrayes.  Which  fhew  the  grace  of 
A  dangerous  warmth  with  too  much  favour 
How  happy  in  this  fliade  the  humble  Vine        [brings. 
Doth  'bout  fome  taller  tree  her  felfe  intwine, 
And  fo  growes  fniitefull ;  teaching  us  her  fate 
Doth  beare  m ore  fweetes, though  Cedars beare more ftate: 
Behold  Adonis  in  yand'  purple  flowre, 
T'was  Vc?ius  love  :  That  dew,  the  briny  fhowre. 
His  coyneffe  wept,  while  flrugling  yet  alive  : 
Now  he  repents,  and  gladly  would  revive, 

By  th'  vertue  of  your  chafte  and  powerful!  charmes, 
To  play  the  modeft  wanton  in  your  armes. 
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^Are  not  too  farre  Cajlara,  for  t 
^,  This  courteous  thicket  yeelds,  ha 


To     C  A  S  T  A  R  A, 

Ventring  to  walke  too  farre  in  the  neigh- 
bouring wood. 

the  fhade 
hath  man  betray'd 
A  prey  to  wolves :  to  the Nvilde powers  odi' wood, 

^Oft  travellers  pay  tribute  with  their  blood. 

If  careleffe  of  thy  felfe  of  me  take  care, 
For  like  a  fhip  where  all  the  fortunes  are 
Of  an  advent'rous  merchant ;  I  muft.  be, 
If  thou  ftiould'ft  perifli  banquerout  in  thee. 
My  feares  have  mockt  me.     Tygers  when  they  fhall 
Behold  fo  bright  a  face,  will  humbly  fall 
In  adoration  of  thee.     Fierce  they  are 
To  the  deform'd,  obfequious  to  the  faire. 
Yet  venter  not ;  tis  nobler  farre  to  fway 
The  heart  of  man,  than  beads,  who  man  obey. 

Vpon  Castara's  departure. 

Owes  are  vaine.     No  fuppliant  breath 
k  I.Stayes  the  fpeed  of  fwift-heel'd  death. 
[Life  with  her  is  gone  and  I 
Lcarnc  but  a  new  way  to  dye. 
Sec  the  flowers  condole,  and  all 
Wither  in  my  funcrall. 
The  bright  Lilly,  as  if  day, 
Parted  with  her,  fades  away. 
Violets  hang  their  heads,  and  lofe 
All  their  beauty.     That  the  Rofc 
A  fad  part  in  forrow  beares, 
Witncfle  all  thofc  dewy  teares, 
Which  as  Pearle,  or  Dyamond  like, 
Swell  upon  her  blufhing  checke. 
All  things  moume,  but  oh  behold 
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How  the  wither'd  Marigold 
Clofeth  up  now  flie  is  gone, 
Judging  her  the  fetting  Sunne. 

'  A   Dialogue  betweene 

^igkt  and  Jlrit^jhil 

jR^i9l)t.  I^^^  Et  filence  clofe  my  troubled  eyes, 
Thy  feare  in  Lethe  fleepe  : 
jjThe  flarres  bright  cent'nels  of  the  skies, 
Watch  to  fecure  thy  fleepe. 

^rapl).  The  Norths  unruly  fpirit  lay 
In  the  diforder'd  Seas  ; 
Make  the  rude  Winter  calme  as  May, 
And  give  a  lover  eafe. 

jRigl^t.  Yet  why  fliould  feare  with  her  pale  charmes, 
Bewitch  thee  fo  to  griefe  ? 
Since  it  prevents  n'  infuing  harmes, 
Nor  yeelds  the  pafl  reliefe. 

Ilrapl).  And  yet  fuch  horror  I  fuflaine 
As  the  fad  veffell,  when 
Rough  tempefls  have  incenfl  the  Maine, 
Her  Harbor  now  in  ken. 

;ffigl)t.  No  conquefl  weares  a  glorious  wreath 
Which  dangers  not  obtaine  : 
Let  tempeRs  'gainfl  thee  fliipwracke  breathe, 
Thou  fhalt  thy  harbour  gaine. 

^rapl).  Truths  Delphos  doth  not  ftill  foretell, 
Though  Sol  th'  infpirer  be. 
How  then  fliould  night  as  blind  as  hell, 
Enfuing  truths  fore-fee  ? 

|ligl)t.  The  Sunne  yeelds  man  no  conflant  flame. 
One  light  thofe  Priefls  infpires. 
While  I  though  blacke  am  flill  the  fame, 
And  have  ten  thoufand  fires. 
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^rapl).  But  thofe,  fayes  my  propheticke  feare, 
As  funerall  torches  burne; 
WTiile  thou  thy  felfe  the  blackes  doii  weare, 
T'  attend  me  to  my  Vrne. 

^igl)t.  Thy  feares  abufe  thee,  for  thofe  lights 
In  Hymens  Church  fhall  fhme, 
When  he  by  th'  myflery  of  his  rites, 
Shall  make  Cajlara  thine. 

To  the  Right  Honourable,  the  Lady,  E.  P. 

jOur  judgement's  cleere,  not  wrinckled  with  the 

Time, 
j<  )n  th'  humble  fate  :  which  cenfures  it  a  crime, 
To  be  by  vertue  ruin'd.     For  I  know 
Y'are  not  fo  various  as  to  ebbe  and  flow 
Ith'  ftreame  of  fortune,  whom  each  faithleffe  winde 
Diflracfls,  and  they  who  made  her,  fram'd  her  blinde. 
Pofleffion  makes  us  poore.     Should  we  obtaine 
All  thofe  bright  jems,  for  which  ith'  wealthy  Maine, 
The  tann'd  Have  dives ;  or  in  one  boundleffe  chefl. 
Imprifon  all  the  treafures  of  the  Wefl, 
We  dill  fhould  want.     Our  better  part's  immence, 
Not  like  th'  inferiour,  limited  by  fence. 
Rich  with  a  little,  mutuall  love  can  lift 
Vs  to  a  greatncfTe,  whether  chance  or  thrift 
E're  rais'd  her  fcrvants.     For  though  all  were  fpent, 
That  can  create  an  Europe  in  content. 
Thus  (Madam)  when  Cajlara  lends  an  eare 
Soft  to  my  hoi>e,  I  Loves  Philofopher, 
Winne  on  her  faith.     For  when  1  wondring  Rand 
At  th'  intermingled  beauty  of  her  hand, 
(Higher  I  dare  not  gaze)  to  this  bright  veine 
I  not  af(  ribe  the  blood  of  Cliarkmahu 
Deriv'd  Ijy  you  to  her.     Or  (ixy  there  are 
In  that  and  th'other  Marmion,  Roffe,  and  Parr 
Fitz/iU}^/i,  Saint  Qiiintin,  and  the  rcR  of  them 
That  adde  fuch  luflrc  to  great  Pcmbrokcs  ftem. 
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My  love  is  envious.     Would  Cajlara  were 
The  daughter  of  fome  mountaine  cottager, 
Who  with  his  toile  worne  out,  could  dying  leave 
Her  no  more  dowre,  than  what  flie  did  receive 
From  bounteous  nature.     Her  would  I  then  lead 
To  th'  Temple,  rich  in  her  owne  wealth  ;  her  head 
Crovvn'd  with  her  haires  faire  treafure ;  diamonds  in 
Her  brighter  eyes  ;  foft  Ermines  in  her  skin; 
Each  Indie  in  each  cheeke.     Then  all  who  vaunt, 
That  fortune,  them  t'  enrich,  made  others  want. 
Should  fet  themfelves  out  glorious  in  her  Health, 
And  trie  if  that,  could  parallel  this  wealth. 

To    C  A  S  T  A  R  A. 

Departing  tipon  the  approach  of  Night. 

llHat  fliould  we  feare  Cajlara'}     The  coole  aire, 
That's  falne  in  love,  and  wanton  in  thy  haire. 
Will  not  betray  our  whifpers.    Should  I  fleale 
A  Ne(flar'd  kiffe,  the  wind  dares  not  reveale 
The  pleafure  I  poffeffe.     The  wind  confpires 
To  our  blefl  interview,  and  in  our  fires 
Bath's  like  a  Salamander,  and  doth  fip. 
Like  Bacchus  from  the  grape,  life  from  thy  lip. 
Nor  thinke  of  nights  approach.     The  worlds  great  eye 
Though  breaking  Natures  law,  will  us  fupply 
With  his  flill  flaming  lampe  :  and  to  obey 
Our  chafle  defires,  fix  here  perpetuall  day. 
But  fliould  he  fet,  what  rebell  night  dares  rife, 
To  be  fubdu'd  ith'  vic^l'ry  of  thy  eyes  ? 

A  71  Apparition. 

Ore  welcome  my  Cajlara,  then  was  light 
To  the  difordered  Chaos.     O  what  bright 
Andnimble  chariot  brought  thee  through  the  aire? 
While  the  amazed  flars  to  fee  fo  faire 
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And  pure  a  beauty  from  the  earth  arife, 
Chang'd  all  their  glorious  bodies  into  eyes. 
O  let  my  zealous  lip  print  on  thy  hand 
The  flory  of  my  love,  which  there  fliall  fland 
A  bright  infcription  to  be  read  by  none, 
But  who  as  I  love  thee,  and  love  but  one. 
Why  vanifh  you  away  ?     Or  is  my  fenfe 
Deluded  by  my  hope  ?     O  fweete  offence 
Of  erring  nature  !     And  would  heaven  this  had 
Beene  true ;  or  that  I  thus  were  ever  mad. 

^To  the  Honourable  M''.  W"\  E. 


^ 


'Ee  who  is  good  is  happy.     Let  the  loude 
Artillery  of  Heaven  breake  through  a  cloude 
And  dart  its  thunder  at  him ;  hee'le  remaine 
Vnmov'd,  and  nobler  comfort  cntertaine 
In  wclcomming  th'  ajjproach  of  death;  then  vice 
Ere  found  in  her  fictitious  Faradife. 
Time  mocks  our  youth,  and  (while  we  number  pafl. 
Delights,  and  raife  our  appetite  to  tafle 
Knfuing)  brings  us  to  unllattered  age. 
Where  we  are  left  to  fatisfie  the  rage 
Of  threatning  Death  :  Pompe,  beauty,  wealth,  and  all 
Our  friendfhips,  fhrinking  from  the  funerall. 
'I'he  thought  of  this  begets  that  brave  difdaine 
With  which  thouview'fl.  the  world  and  makes  thofe  vaine 
Treafures  of  fancy,  ferious  foolcs  fo  court. 
And  fwcat  to  purchafe,  thy  contempt  or  fport. 
What  fhould  we  covet  here  ?     Why  interpofe 
A  cloud  twixt  us  and  heaven?     Kind  Nature  chofe 
Mansfouleth'  Exchecquer where flie'd  hoord  hcrwealth 
And  lodge  all  her  rich  fecrets;  but  by  th'  Health 
Of  our  ownc  vanity,  w'arc  left  fo  poore, 
The  creature  mcerely  fenfuall  knowcs  more. 
The  Icarn'd  Halcyon  by  her  wifcdome  finds 
A  gentle  fcafon,  when  the  feas  and  winds 

1  To  Uu  Honourable  my  moil  honound friemt,  W".  E.  Esquirt.     1635. 
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Are  filenc't  by  a  calme,  and  then  brings  forth 
The  happy  miracle  of  her  rare  birth, 
Leaving  with  wonder  all  our  arts  poffeR, 
That  view  the  archite6lure  of  her  nefl. 
Pride  raifeth  us  'bove  juflice.     We  beflowe 
Increafe  of  knowledge  on  old  minds,  which  grow 
By  age  to  dotage  :  while  the  fenfitive 
Part  of  the  World  in  it's  firfl  flrength  doth  live. 
Folly  ?  what  dofl  thou  in  thy  power  containe 
Deferves  our  fludy  ?     Merchants  plough  the  maine 
And  bring  home  th'  Indies,  yet  afpire  to  more, 
By  avarice  in  the  poffeffion  poore. 
And  yet  that  Idoll  wealth  we  all  admit 
Into  the  foules  great  temple.     Bufie  wit 
Invents  new  Orgies,  fancy  frames  new  rites 
To  fliow  it's  fuperllition,  anxious  nights 
Are  watcht  to  win  its  favour  :  while  the  bead 
Content  with  Natures  courtefie  doth  reft. 
Let  man  then  boaft  no  more  a  foule,  fmce  he 
Hath  loft  that  great  prerogative.     But  thee 
(Whom  Fortune  hath  exempted  from  the  heard 
Of  vulgar  men,  whom  vertue  hath  prefer'd 
Farre  higher  than  thy  birth)  I  muft  commend, 
Rich  in  the  purchafe  of  fo  fweete  a  friend. 
And  though  my  fate  condu6ls  me  to  the  fliade 
Of  humble  quiet,  my  ambition  payde 
With  fafe  content,  while  a  pure  Virgin  fame 
Doth  raife  me  trophies  in  CaJIara's  name. 
No  thought  of  glory  fwelling  me  above 
The  hope  of  being  famed  for  vertuous  love. 
Yet  wifli  I  thee,  guided  by  the  better  ftarres 
To  purchafe  unfafe  honour  in  the  warres 
Or  envied  fmiles  at  court ;  for  thy  great  race. 
And  merits,  well  may  challenge  th'  high  eft  place. 
Yet  know,  what  bufie  path  fo-ere  you  tread 
To  greatneffe,  you  muft  fleepe  among  the  dead. 
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To    C  A  S  T  A  R  A, 

The  vanity  of  Avarice. 

Arke  ?  how  the  traytor  wind  doth  court 

The  Saylors  to  the  maine ; 
To  make  their  avarice  his  fport  ? 
A  temped  checks  the  fond  difdaine, 
They  beare  a  fafe  though  humble  port 

Wee'le  fit  my  love  upon  the  fhore, 

And  while  proud  billowes  rife 
To  warre  againfl  the  skie,  fpeake  ore 
Our  Loves  fo  facred  mifleries. 
And  charme  the  Sea  to  th'  calme  it  had  beforq 

Where's  now  my  pride  t'  extend  my  fame 

Where  ever  flatues  are  ? 
And  purchafe  glory  to  my  name 
In  the  fmooth  court  or  rugged  warre  ? 
My  love  hath  layd  the  Devill,  I  am  tame. 

I'de  rather  like  the  violet  grow 

Vnmarkt  i'th  fliaded  vale, 
Then  on  the  hill  thofe  terrors  know 
Are  brcath'd  forth  by  an  angry  gale, 
There  is  more  pompe  above,  more  fweete  below. 

Love,  thou  divine  Philofopher 

(While  covetous  Landlords  rent, 
And  Courtiers  dignity  prcferre) 
Inftrudls  us  to  a  fweete  content, 
GreatncfTe  it  fclfe,  doth  in  it  fclfc  interre. 

Cajlara,  what  is  there  above 
The  trcafures  we  poffcffe  ? 
We  two  are  all  and  one,  wee  move 
Like  flarres  in  th'  orbe  of  happineffe. 
All  bleffings  are  Epitomiz'd  in  Love. 
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To  my  \'mofi\  honoured  Friend  and 
Kinfinan,  R.  St.,  Efquire. 

j|Tfliall  not  grieve  me  (friend)  though  whati  write 
Be  held  no  wit  at  Court.     If  I  dehght 
So  farre  my  fullen  Genius,  as  to  raife 
It  pleafure;  I  have  money,  wine,  and  bayes' 
Enough  to  crowne  me  Poet.     Let  thofe  wits, 
Who  teach  their  Mufe  the  art  of  Parafits 
To  win  on  eafie  greatneffe ;  or  the  yongue 
Spruce  Lawyer  who's  all  impudence  and  tongue 
Sweat  to  divulge  their  fames  :  thereby  the  one 
Gets  fees ;  the  other  byre,  I'me  befl  vnknowne  : 
Sweet  filence  I  embrace  thee,  and  thee  Fate 
Which  didfl  my  birth  fo  wifely  moderate ; 
That  I  by  want  am  neither  vilified, 
Nor  yet  by  riches  flatter'd  into  pride. 
Refolve  me  friend  (for  it  mufl  folly  be 
Or  elfe  revenge  'gainfl  niggard  Deflinie, 
That  makes  fome  Poets  raile  ?)     Why  are  their  times 
So  fleept  in  gall  ?     Why  fo  obrayde  the  times  ? 
As  if  no  fm  call'd  downe  heav'ns  vengeance  more 
Then  caufe  the  world  leaves  fome  few  writers  poore  ? 
Tis  true,  that  Chapmatis  reverend  afhes  mufl 
Lye  rudely  mingled  with  the  vulgar  dud, 
Caufe  carefull  heyers  the  wealthy  onely  have ; 
To  build  a  glorious  trouble  o're  the  grave. 
Yet  doe  I  not  defpaire,  fome  one  may  be 
So  ferioufly  devout  to  Poefie 
As  to  tranflate  his  reliques,  and  finde  roome 
In  the  warme  Church,  to  build  him  up  a  tombe. 
Since  Spencer  hath  a  Stone  ;  and  Draytons  browes 
Stand  petrified  ith'  wall,  with  Laurell  bowes 
Yet  girt  about ;  and  nigh  wife  Hetiries  herfe, 
Old  Chaucer  got  a  Marble  for  his  verfe. 
So  courteous  is  Death  ;  Death  Poets  brings 
So  high  a  pompe,  to  lodge  them  with  their  Kings : 
Yet  flill  they  mutiny.     If  this  man  pleafe 
His  filly  Patron  with  Hyperboles. 
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Or  mofl  myflerious  non-fence,  give  his  braine 

But  the  flrapado  in  fome  wanton  flraine ; 

Hee'le  fweare  the  State  lookes  not  on  men  of  parts 

And,  if  but  mention'd,  flight  all  other  Arts. 

Vaine  oflentation  !  Let  us  fet  fo  jufl 

A  rate  on  knowledge,  that  the  world  may  truft. 

The  Poets  Sentence,  and  not  flill  aver 

Each  Art  is  to  it  felfe  a  flatterer. 

I  write  to  you  Sir  on  this  theame,  becaufe 

Your  foule  is  cleare,  and  you  obferve  the  lawes, 

Of  Poefie  fo  juRly,  that  I  chufe 

Yours  onely  the  example  to  my  mufe. 

And  till  my  browner  haire  be  mixt  with  gray 

Without  a  blufh,  He  tread  the  fportive  way, 

My  Mufe  direcfl ;  A  Poet  youth  may  be, 

But  age  doth  dote  without  Phifofophie. 

To  the  World. 
The  Pc7'fcctio7i  of  Love. 

3|0u  who  are  earth,  and  cannot  rife 
Above  your  fence, 
I'.oafting  the  envyed  wealth  which  lyes 
'^Jiright  in  your  Miflris  lips  or  eyes, 
Betray  a  pittyed  eloquence. 

That  which  doth  joyne  our  foules,  fo  light 

And  quicke  doth  move. 
That  like  the  Eagle  in  his  flight, 
It  doth  tranfcend  all  humane  fight, 
Lofl  in  the  element  of  Love. 

You  Poets  reach  not  this,  who  fmg 

The  praife  of  dufl 
But  kneaded,  when  by  thcit  you  bring 
The  rofe  and  Lilly  from  the  Spring 
T'  adornc  the  wrinckled  face  of  lufl. 

When  we  fpcakc  Love,  nor  art,  nor  wit 

We  glolTe  vpon  : 
Our  foules  engender,  and  beget 
Idaas,  which  you  counterfeit 
In  your  dull  progagation. 
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While  Time,  feven  ages  fhall  difperfe, 

Wee'le  talke  of  Love, 
And  when  our  tongues  hold  no  commerfe. 
Our  thoughts  fhall  mutually  converfe. 
And  yet  the  blood  no  rebel!  prove. 

And  though  we  be  of  feverall  kind 

Fit  for  offence  : 
Yet  are  we  fo  by  Love  refin'd, 
From  impure  droffe  we  are  all  mind. 
Death  could  not  more  have  conquer'd  fence. 

How  fuddenly  thofe  flames  expire 

Which  fcorch  our  clay? 
Prometheas-\sk^  when  we  fleale  fire 
From  heaven  'tis  endleffe  and  intire 
It  may  know  age,  but  not  decay. 

To  /y^^  Winter. 

^Hy  dofl  thou  looke  fo  pale,  decrepit  man  ? 
Why  doe  thy  cheeks  curie  like  the  Ocean, 
Into  fuch  furrowes  ?   Why  dofl  thou  appeare 
So  fhaking,  like  an  ague  to  the  yeare  ? 
The  Sunne  is  gone.    But  yet  Cq/Iara  ftayes, 
And  will  adde  flature  to  thy  Pigmy  dayes, 
Warme  moyflure  to  thy  veynes  :  her  fmile  can  bring 
Thee  the  fweet  youth,  and  beauty  of  the  Spring. 
Hence  with  thy  palfie  then,  and  on  thy  head 
AVeare  flowrie  chaplets  as  a  bridegroome  led 
To  th'  holy  Fane.     Banifh  thy  aged  ruth, 
That  Virgins  may  admire  and  court  thy  youth. 
And  the  approaching  Sunne  when  fhe  fhall  finde 
A  Spring  without  him,  fall,  fmce  ufeleffe,  blinde. 

Vpon  a  vifit  to  C  a  s  t  a  r  a  in  the  Night. 

'Was  Night:  \\\\tVL Phabe  guided  by  thy  rayes, 
Chafle  as  my  zeale,  with  incence  of  her  praife, 
I  humbly  crept  to  my  Cajlara's  fhrine. 
But  oh  my  fond  miflake  !  for  there  did  fhine 
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A  noone  of  beauty,  with  fuch  luflre  cro\\'n'd, 
As  ftiewd  'mong  th'  impious  onely  night  is  found. 
It  was  her  eyes  which  like  two  Diamonds  fhin'd, 
Brightefl  ith'  dark.     Like  which  could  th'  Indian  find, 
But  one  among  his  rocks,  he  would  out  vie 
In  brightneffe  all  the  Diamonds  of  the  Skie. 
But  when  her  lips  did  ope,  the  Phoenix  nefl 
Breath'd  forth  her  odours;  where  might  love  once  feaft, 
Hee'd  loath  his  heauenly  furfets  :  if  we  dare 
Affirme,  I(n;e  hath  a  heaven  without  my  faire. 


To  C  A  S  T  A  R  A, 

Of  the  chajlity  of  his  Love. 

|Hy  would  you  blufh  CaJIara,  when  the  name 
I  Of  love  you  heare  ?  Who  never  felt  his  flame, 
I  Ith'  fhade  of  melancholly  night  doth  flray, 
A  blind  Cymmerian  baniflit  from  the  day. 
Let's  chaflly  love  Cajlara,  and  not  foyle 
This  Virgin  lampe,  by  powring  in  the  oyle 
Of  impure  thoughts.     O  let  us  fympathize, 
And  onely  talke  ith'  language  of  our  eyes. 
Like  two  flarres  in  conjunction.     But  beware 
Left  th'  Angels  who  of  love  compacted  are. 
Viewing  how  chaftly  burnes  thy  zealous  fire. 
Should  fnatch  thee  hence,  to  joyne  thee  to  their  quire. 
Vet  take  thy  flight :  on  earth  for  fiircly  we 
So  joyn'd,  in  heaven  cannot  divided  be. 

The  Dcfcription  of  Casta  r  a. 
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fke  the  Violet  which  alone 

I'rofpcrs  in  fome  happy  fliade; 

My  Cajlara  lives  vnknownc, 

To  no  loofer  eye  betray'd. 

for  fliee's  to  her  felfe  untrue, 
Who  delights  ith'  publicke  view. 
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Such  is  her  beauty,  as  no  arts 
Have  enricht  with  borrowed  grace. 
Her  high  birth  no  pride  imparts, 
For  fhe  bhithes  in  her  place. 

Folly  boafls  a  glorious  blood, 

She  is  noblefl  being  good. 

Cautious  fhe  knew  never  yet 
Wliat  a  wanton  courtfliip  meant : 
Not  fpeaks  loud  to  boa(l  her  wit, 
In  her  filence  eloquent. 

Of  her  felfe  furvey  fhe  takes, 

But  'tweene  men  no  difference  makes. 
She  obeyes  with  fpeedy  will 
Her  grave  Parents  wife  commands. 
And  fo  innocent,  that  ill, 
She  nor  a6ls,  nor  underflands. 

Womens  feete  runne  flill  aflray. 

If  once  to  ill  they  know  the  way. 

She  failes  by  that  rocke,  the  Court, 
Where  oft  honour  fplits  her  mart. : 
And  retir'dneffe  thinks  the  port. 
Where  her  fame  may  anchor  cafl. 
Vertue  fafely  cannot  fit, 
Where  vice  is  enthron'd  for  wit. 

She  holds  that  dayes  pleafure  befl, 
Where  fmne  waits  not  on  delight. 
Without  maske,  or  ball,  or  feart., 
Sweetly  fpends  a  winters  night. 

O're  that  darkneffe,  whence  is  thrufl, 
Prayer  and  fleepe  oft  governs  lufl. 

She  her  throne  makes  reafon  climbe, 
While  wild  paffions  captive  lie. 
And  each  article  of  time, 
Her  pure  thoughts  to  heaven  flie : 
All  her  vowes  religious  be, 
And  her  love  fhe  vowes  to  me. 

FINIS. 


CASTARA 

The    Second    part. 

Vatumqiie  lafcivos  triumphos, 
Calcat  A  mor,  pede  conjugali. 


L O  N D ON 

Printed   for  W  i  l  l  i  a  m    Cook  e 
and  arc  to  be  sold  at  his  Shop, 

ncarc  Furnivah-InHC   Gate 
in  Holborne.  1639. 


A  Wife. 


S  the  fweetejl part  in  the  harmony  of  our 
being.  To  the  love  of  zvhich,  as  the 
chartnes  of  Nature  inchant  us,  fo  the 
ia7u  of  grace  by  fpeciall  privikdge  in- 
vites us.  Without  her,  Man  if  piety 
not  reflraine  him  ;  is  the  creator  of 
jinne ;  or,  if  an  innated  cold  render  him  not  onely  the 
bufineffe  of  the  prefetit  age ;  the  murderer  of  poflerity. 
She  is  fo  religious  that  every  day  crownes  her  a  martyr, 
and  her  zeale  neither  rebellious  nor  uticivill.  Shce  is  fo 
true  a  friend,  her  Husband  may  to  her  communicate  even 
his  atnbitions,  and  if  fucceffe  Crowne  not  expcHation, 
remaine  nevertheleffe  uficontemtied.  Shee  is  colleague 
with  him  in  the  Empire  of  profperity ;  aiid  a  fafe  retyr- 
ing  place  when  adverfity  exiles  him  from  the  World. 
She  is  fo  chafle,flie  never  underflood  the  language  lufl 
fpeakes  in,  nor  with  a  fnile  applaudcs  it,  although  there 
appeare  wit  in  the  Metaphore.  Shee  is  faire  onely  to 
winne  on  his  affeflions,  nor  would  fJie  be  Miflris  of  the 
mofl  eloquent  beauty;  if  there  were  danger,  that  might 
perfwade  the  pajfcojiate  auditory,  to  the  Icafl  irregular 
thought.  Shee  is  noble  by  a  long  defcent,  but  Iwr  memory 
is  fo  evill  a  herald,  fliee  naier  boafls  the  flory  of  her 
Ancfflors.  Shee  is  fo  moderately  rich,  that  the  defefl  of 
portion  doth  neither  bring  penury  to  his  cflate,  nor  the 
fuperfluity  licence  her  to  Riot.  Shee  is  libera II,  and  yet 
owes  not  ruine  to  vanity,  but  knowes  Charity,  to  be  the 
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foule  of  goodueffe,  and  Vertue  without  reward  often  prom 
to  bee  her  own  dcflroyer.  Shee  is  much  at  home,  and 
whenjhe  vifites  ^tis  for  mutuall  commerce,  not  for  intelli- 
gence. Slice  can  goe  to  Court,  and  returne  no  pajfionate 
doater  on  bravery ;  and  whe?i  fliee  hath  feetie  the  gay 
things  mtifler  up  thcmfdves  there,  fhe  confiders  them  as 
Cobwebs  the  Spider  vanity  hath  fputuie.  Shee  is  fo 
generall  in  her  cuquaintance,  tluit  fliee  is  familiar  with 
ell  whom  fanu  fpealzes  vertuous ;  but  thinkcs  there  can 
bee  no  friendfliip  but  with  one;  and  therefore  hath 
neither  fliee  friend  nor  private  fervant.  Shee  fo  fquares 
her  paffion  to  her  Husbands  fortunes,  that  in  the 
Coufitrey  fliee  lives  without  a  froward  Melancholly,  in 
the  tozvne  without  a  fantaflique  pride.  She  is  fo  temper- 
ate, flie  never  read  the  modern  pollicie  of  glorious  furfeits  ; 
fince  fJie  finds  Nature  is  no  Epicure  if  art  provoke  her  not 
by  ctcriofitie.  Shee  is  i^iquifdive  onely  of  new  wayes  to 
pleafe  hitn,  and  her  wit  fayles  by  no  other  compaffe  then 
that  of  his  dircH-ion.  Shee  lookes  upon  him  as  Conjurers 
vpon  the  Circle,  beyond  which  there  is  nothing  but  Death 
and  Hell ;  and  in  him  fliee  beleeves  Par  ad  ice  circum- 
fcriUd.  His  vertues  are  her  wonder  a7id  imitation; 
and  his  errors,  her  credulitie  thiftkes  no  more  frailtie, 
then  makes  him  defcend  to  the  title  of  Maji.  In  a  word, 
Jlieefo  lives  that  flie  may  dye ;  and  leave  no  cloude  upon 
her  Memory,  but  have  her  charaHcr  nobly  mentioned : 
while  the  bad  Wife  is  flattered  into  infamy,  and  buyes 
pleafure  at  too^  deare  a  rate,  ifjhee  onely 
pay es  for  it  Repentance. 

1  io.     1635. 


The  Second  Part. 

To    C  A  S  T  A  R  A, 

Now  poffeft  of  her  in  marriage. 


His  day  is  ours.     The  marriage  Angell  now 
Sees  th'  Altar  in  the  odour  of  our  vow, 
Veeld  a  more  precious  breath,  then  that  which 
moves 

The  whifpring  leaves  in  the  Panchayan  groves. 
View  how  his  temples  fliine,  on  which  he  weares 
A  wreath  of  pearle,  made  of  thofe  precious  teares 
Thou  wepfl  a  Virgin,  when  croffe  winds  did  blow, 
Our  hopes  diflurbing  in  their  quiet  flow. 
But  now  Cajlara  fmile,  No  envious  night 
Dares  enterpofe  it  felfe,  t'ecclipfe  the  light 
Of  our  cleare  joyes.     For  even  the  lawes  divine 
Permit  our  mutuall  love^  fo  to  entwine, 
That  Kings,  to  ballance  true  content,  ftiall  fay  ; 
Would  they  were  great  as  we,  we  blefl  as  they, 

To    C  A  S  T  A  R  A, 

Vpon  the  muttiall  love  of  their  Majeflies. 

LTU^j^lIfl  you  not  fee,  Gijlara,  when  the  King 
4  O^,  I  Met  his  lov'd  Quecne  ;    what  fweetneffe  flie 
3.^}^       did  bring  [flame 

i"'    incounter   his   brave   heat ;   how  great   a 

PVom  their  brefts  meeting,  on  the  fudden  came  ? 

The  Stoikc,  who  all  eafie  paffion  flies, 

Could  he  but  heare  the  language  of  their  eyes, 

As  herefies  would  from  his  faith  remove 

The  tenets  of  his  fe6t,  and  pradlife  love. 

The  barb'rous  nations  which  fuj)i)ly  the  earth 

With  a  promifcuous  and  ignoble  birth, 

1  loves.     1634. 
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Would  by  his  precedent  corre6l  their  life, 
Each  wifely  chufe,  and  chaftely  love  a  wife. 

iPrinces  example  is  a  law.     Then  we 

If  loyall  fubjedls,  mud  true  lovers  be. 

To  Zephirus. 

Hofe  whifpers  foft  as  thofe  which  lovers  breath 
Cajlara  and  my  felfe  I  here  bequeath 
To  the  calme  wind.      For  heaven  fuch  joyes 
afford 


To  her  and  me,  that  there  can  be  no  third. 
And  you  kinde  flarres,  be  thriftier  of  your  light : 
Her  eyes  fupply  your  office  with  more  bright 
And  conftant  luftre.     Angels  guardians,  like 
The  nimbler  fhip  boyes  fhall  be  joy'd  to  flrike 
Or  hoiHi  up  faile  ;  Nor  fhall  our  veffell  move 
By  Card  or  Compaffe,  but  a  heavenly  love. 
The  courtefie  of  this  more  profperous  gale 
Shall  fwell  our  Canvas,  and  wee'le  fwiftly  faile 
To  fome  blefl  Port,  where  fhip  hath  never  lane 
At  anchor,  whofe  chafle  foule  no  foot  prophane 
Hath  ever  trod ;  Where  nature  doth  difpence 
Her  infant  wealth,  a  beautious  innocence. 
Pompe  (even  a  burthen  to  it  felfe)  nor  Pride, 
(The  Magiflrate  of  fmnes)  did  e're  abide 
On  that  fo  facred  earth.     Ambition  ne're. 
Built  for  the  fport  of  ruine,  fabrickes  there. 
Thence  age  and  death  are  exil'd,  all  offence 
And  feare  expell'd,  all  noyfe  and  fadlion  thence. 
A  filence  there  fo  melancholly  fweet. 
That  none  but  whifpring  Turtles  ever  meet. 
Thus  Paradife  did  our  firft  Parents  wooe. 
To  harmeleffe  fweets,  at  firfl  poffefl  by  two. 
And  o're  this  fecond,  wee'le  ufurpe  the  throne ; 
Cajlara,  wee'le  obey  and  rule  alone. 
For  the  rich  vertue  of  this  foyle  I  feare, 
Would  be  depraved,  (hould  but  a  third  be  there. 

1  Princes  examples  are  a  law.     Then  we.     1634. 
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To    C  A  S  T  A  R  A 

in  a  Trance. 

Orfake  me  not  fo  foone.     Cajlara  flay, 
And  as  I  breake  the  prifon  of  my  clay, 

e  fill  the  Canvas  with  m'expiring  breath, 
And  with  thee  faile  o're   the  vafl  maine   of 
Some  Cherubin  thus  as  we  paffe  Ihall  play.         [death. 
Goe  happy  twins  of  love  ;  The  courteous  Sea 
Shall  fmooth  her  wrinkled  brow  :  the  winds  fhal  fleep, 
Or  onely  whifper  muficke  to  the  deepe. 
Every  ungentle  rocke  fliall  melt  away, 
The  Syrens  fing  to  pleafe,  not  to  betray. 
Th'  indulgent  skie  fhall  fmile :  each  Harry  quire 
Contend,  which  fhall  afford  the  brighter  fire. 

While  Love  the  Pilot,  fleeres  his  courfe  fo  even, 
Ne're  to  call  anchor  till  we  reach  at  Heaven. 

To   Death. 
C  A  s  T  A  R  A  being  ficke. 


f  Ence  prophane  grim  man,  nor  dare 
r  M  d  '  o  approach  fo  ncere  my  faire. 
3^iN  Marble  vaults,  and  gloomy  caves, 


Church-yards,  Charnell  houfes,  graves. 
Where  the  living  loath  to  be, 
Heaven  hath  dcfign'd  to  thee. 

But  it  needs  'mongfl  us  thou'lt  rage, 
Let  thy  fury  feed  on  age. 
Wrincklcd  Itrowcs,  and  withered  thighs, 
May  fupply  thy  facrifice. 
Yet  perhaps  as  thou  fjew'fl  by, 
A  flamed  dart  fliot  from  her  eye, 
Sing'd  thy  wings  with  wanton  fire. 
Whence  ih'  art  forc't  to  hover  nigh  her. 
If  Love  fo  midooke  his  aime, 
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Gently  welcome  in  the  flame  : 
They  who  loath'd  thee,  when  they  fee 
Where  thou  harbor'fl,  will  love  thee. 
Onely  I,  fuch  is  my  fate, 
Mufl  thee  as  a  rivall  hate. 
Court  her  gently,  learne  to  prove. 
Nimble  in  the  thefts  of  love. 
Gaze  on  th'  errors  of  her  haire  : 
Touch  her  lip ;  but  oh  beware, 
Left  too  ravenous  of  thy  bliffe, 
Thou  fliouldfl  murder  with  a  kifle. 


To    C  A  S  T  A  R  A. 

Inviting  her  to  Jlecpe. 

iJLcepe  my  CaJIara,  filence  doth  invite 

Thy  eyes  to  clofe  up  day;  though  envious  night 
J  Grieves  Fate  fliould  her  the  fight  of  them  debarre, 
"For  fne  is  exil'd,  while  they  open  are. 
Refl  in  thy  peace  fecure.     Withdrowfie  charmes, 
Kinde  fleepe  bewitcheth  thee  into  her  armes  ; 
And  finding  where  Loves  chiefefl  treafure  lies. 
Is  like  a  theefe  Hole  under  thy  bright  eyes. 
Thy  innocence  rich  as  the  gaudy  quilt 
Wrought  by  the  Perfian  hand,  thy  dreames  from  guilt 
Exempted,  heaven  with  fweete  repofe  doth  crowne 
Each  vertue,  fofter  then  the  Swans  fam'd  downe. 
As  exorcifls  wild  fpirits  mildly  lay. 
May  fleepe  thy  fever  calmely  chafe  away. 

TJpon  Castara's  recoverie. 

Jjlle  is  reflor'd  to  life.     Vn thrifty  Death, 
I  Thy  mercie  in  permitting  vitall  breath 
I5:icke  to  Cajlara,  hath  enlarg'd  us  all, 
"^Whome  griefe  had  martyr'd  in  her  funeral!. 
While  others  in  the  ocean  of  their  teares. 
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Had  finking,  wounded  the  beholders  eares. 
With  exclamations  :  I  without  a  grone, 
Had  fuddenly  congeal'd  into  a  flone  : 
There  Rood  a  flatue,  till  the  generall  doome  ; 
Had  ruin'd  time  and  memory  with  her  tombe. 
While  in  my  heart,  which  marble,  yet  flill  bled^ 
Each  Lover  might  this  Epitaph  have  read. 

"  Her  earth  lyes  here  below;  her  foul's  above, 
"  This  wonder  fpeakes  her  vertue,  and  my  love." 


To  a  Friend  J 
Invitmg  him  to  a  meeting  upon  prornife. 

Ay  you  drinke  beare,  or  that  adult'rate  wine 
I  Which  makes  the  zeale  oi  Amjlerdam  divine; 
I  [  r  you  make  breach  of  promife.     I  have  now 
'  So  rich  a  Sacke,  that  even  your  felfe  will  bow 
T'  adore  my  Gaiius.     Of  this  wine  Ihould  Prymie 
Drinke  but  a  plenteous  glafle,  he  would  beginne 
A  health  to  Shakcfpcarcs  ghofl.  But  you  may  bring 
Some  excufe  forth,  and  anfwer  me,  the  King 
To  day  will  give  you  audience,  or  that  on 
Affaires  of  Rate,  you  and  fome  ferious  Don 
Are  to  refolve ;  or  elfe  perhaps  you'le  fm 
So  farre,  as  to  leave  word  y'ar  not  within. 

The  lead  of  thcfe,  will  make  me  only  thinke 
Him  fubtlc,  who  can  in  his  clofet  drinke 
Drunke  even  alone,  and  thus  made  wife  create 
As  dangerous  plots  as  the  Low  Countrcy  Rate, 
Projecting  for  fuch  baits,  as  fliall  draw  ore 
To  Holland,  all  the  herrings  from  our  fliorc. 

But  y'arc  too  full  of  candour :  and  I  know 
Will  fooner  Rones  at  Sals'burg  cafcments  throw. 
Or  buy  up  for  the  filenc'd  Levits,  all 
The  rich  iinprojiriations,  then  let  jjall 
So  pure  Canary,  and  breakc  fuch  an  oath  : 
Since  charity  is  fmn'd  againR  in  both. 
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Come  therefore  bled  even  in  the  Lollards  zeale, 
Who  canfl.  with  confcience  fafe,  'fore  hen  and  veale 
Say  grace  in  Latine  ;  while  I  faintly  fing 
A  Penitential  verfe  in  oyle  and  Ling. 
Come  then,  and  bring  with  you  prepar'd  for  fight, 
Vnmixt  Canary,  Heaven  fend  both  prove  right ! 
This  I  am  fure  :  My  facke  will  difingage 
All  humane  thoughts,  infpire  fo  high  a  rage, 
That  Ilypocrene  fhall  henceforth  Poets  lacke, 
Since  more  Enthufiafmes  are  in  my  facke. 

Heightned  with  which,  my  raptures  fhall  commend, 
How  good  Cajlara  is,  how  deare  my  friend. 

To    C  A  S  T  A  R  A. 

Where  true  happineffe  abides. 

\AJlara  whifper  in  fome  deads  mans  eare, 
This  fubtill  qiicere;  and  hee'le  point  out  where, 
I  By  anfwers  negatiue,  true  joyes  abide. 
Hee'le  fay  they  flow  not  on  th'  uncertaine  tide 
Of  greatneffe,  they  can  no  firme  bafis  have, 
Vpon  the  trepidation  of  a  wave. 
Nor  lurke  they  in  the  caverns  of  the  earth. 
Whence  all  the  wealthy  minerals  draw  their  birth, 
To  covetous  man  fo  fatall.     Nor  ith'  grace 
Love  they  to  wanton  of  a  brighter  face. 
For  th'are  above  Times  battery  ;  and  the  light 
Of  beauty,  ages  cloud  will  foone  be  night. 
If  among  thefe  Content,  he  thus  doth  prove, 
Hath  no  abode ;  where  dwels  it  but  in  Love  ? 

To   C  A  S  T  A  R  A. 

lOrfake  \vith  me  the  earth,  my  faire, 
I  And  travell  nimbly  through  the  aire, 
Irill  we  have  reacht  th'  admiring  skies; 
Then  lend  fight  to  thofe  heavenly  eyes 

Which  blind  themfclves,  make  creatures  fee. 

And  taking  view  of  all,  when  we 
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Shall  finde  a  pure  and  glorious  fpheare ; 
Wee'le  fix  like  flarres  for  ever  there. 
Nor  will  we  (lill  each  other  view, 
Wee'le  gaze  on  leffer  flarres  then  you  ; 
See  how  by  their  weake  influence  they, 
The  flrongefl  of  mens  adlions  fway. 
In  an  inferiour  orbe  below, 
Wee'le  fee  Calijlo  loofely  throw 
Her  haire  abroad  :  as  fhe  did  weare, 
The  felf-fame  beauty  in  a  Beare, 
As  when  fhe  a  cold  Virgin  flood, 
And  yet  inflam'd  loi'cs  luflfull  blood. 
Then  looke  on  Lede,  whofe  faire  beames 
By  their  reflecflion  guild  thofe  flreames, 
Where  firfl  unhappy  fhe  began 
To  play  the  wanton  with  a  Swan. 
If  each  of  thefe  loofe  beauties  are 
Transform'd  to  a  more  beauteous  flarre 
By  the  adult'rous  lufl  of  love ; 
Why  fhould  not  we,  by  purer  love  ? 

To    C  A  S  T  A  R  A, 

Vpon  the  death  of  a  Lady. 

^AJlara  wcepe  not,  though  her  tombe  appeare 
Sometime  thy  gricfe  to  anfwer  with  a  teare  : 

rrhe  marble  will  but  wanton  with  thy  woe. 
Death  is  the  Sea,  and  we  like  Rivers  flow 
To  lofe  our  fclves  in  the  infatiate  Maine, 
Whence  Rivers  may,  Hie*  ne're  returne  againe. 
Nor  grieve  tliis  Chriflall  flreame  fo  foone  did  fall 
Into  the  Ocean  ;  fince  flie  i>erfum'd  all 
The  banks  flie  pafl,  fo  that  each  neighbour  field 
Did  fwcctc  flowers  cherifh  by  her  watring,  yceld. 
Which  now  adomc  her  Hcarfe.     The  violet  there 
On  her  jiale  chceke  doth  the  fad  livery  weare, 
Which  heavens  comf)affion  gave  her ;  And  lince  fhe 
Caufe  cloath'd  in  purple  can  no  mourner  be. 
As  incenfe  to  the  tombe  fhe  gives  her  breath, 

1  we.     1634. 
E 
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And  fading,  on  her  Lady  waits  in  death. 

Such  office  the  Egyptian  handmaids  did 

Great  Cleopatra,  when  flie  dying  chid 

The  Afps  flow  venome,  trenibhng  fhe  fliould  be 

By  Fate  rob'd  even  of  that  blacke  victory. 

The  flowers  inflru6l  our  forrowes.     Come  then  all 

Ye  beauties,  to  true  beauties  funerall, 

And  with  her,  to  increafe  deaths  pompe,  decay. 

Since  the  fupporting  ftibricke  of  your  clay 

Is  falne,  how  can  ye  fl.and?     How  can  the  night 

Shew  fl.ars,  when  Fate  puts  out  the  dayes  great  light  ? 

But  'mong  the  faire,  if  there  live  any  yet, 

She's  but  the  fairer  Digbies  counterfeit. 

Come  you  who  fpeake  your  titles.     Reade  in  this 

Pale  booke,  how  vaine  a  boafl  your  greatneffe  is. 

What's  honour  but  a  hatchment  ?  what  is  here 

Of  Percy  left,  and  Stanly,  names  mofl.  deare 

To  vertue  ?  but  a  crefcent  turn'd  to  th'  wane, 

An  Eagle  groaning  o're  an  infant  flaine? 

Or  what  availes  her,  that  flie  once  was  led, 

A  glorious  bride  to  valiant  Digbies  bed, 

Since  death  hath  them  divorc'd  ?     If  then  alive 

There  are,  who  thefe  fad  obfequies  furvive 

And  vaunt  a  proud  defcent,  they  onely  be 

Loud  heralds  to  fet  forth  her  pedigree. 

Come  all  who  glory  in  your  wealth,  and  view 

The  embleme  of  your  frailty.     How  untrue 

(Though  flattering  like  friends)  your  treafures  are. 

Her  Fate  hath  taught^ :  who,  when  what  ever  rare 

The  either  Indies  boafl,  lay  richly  fpread 

For  her  to  weare,  lay  on  her  pillow  dead. 

Come  likewife  my  Cajlara  and  behold. 

What  bleffmgs  ancient  prophefie  foretold, 

Beflow'd  on  her  in  death.     Slie  pafl,  away 

So  fweetely  from  the  world,  as  if  her  clay 

Laid  onely  downe  to  flumber.     Then  forbeare 

To  let  on  her  blcfl  aflics  fall  a  teare. 

But  if  th'  art  too  much  woman,  foftly  weepe, 

I  ,eft  griefe  difl.urbe  the  filence  of  her  fleepe. 

1  Her  Fate  hath  taught  you  :  who,  when  what  ever  rare,     1634,  1635., 
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To    C  A  S  T  A  R  A, 

Being  to  take  a  journey. 

'Hat's  death  more  than  departure;  the  dead  go 
iLike  travelling  exiles,  compell'd  to  know 
Thofe  regions  they  heard  mention  of:  Tis  th'  art 
Of  forrowes,  fayes,  who  dye  doe  but  depart. 
Then  weepe  thy  funerall  teares  :  which  heaven  t'adome 
The  beauteous  treffes  of  the  weeping  mome, 
Will  rob  me  of:  and  thus  my  tombe  fliall  be 
As  naked,  as  it  had  no  obfequie. 
Know  in  thefe  lines,  fad  muficke  to  thy  eare, 
My  fad  CaJIara,  you  the  fermon  here 
Which  I  preach  o're  my  hearfe  :  And  dead,  I  tell 
My  owne  lives  flory,  ring  but  my  owne  knell. 
But  when  I  fhall  returne,  know  'tis  thy  breath 
In  fighes  divided,  refcues  me  from  death. 

To    C  A  S  T  A  R  A, 

Weeping. 

\AJIara  !  O  you  are  too  prodigal! 
]  ( >th'  treafure  of  your  teares  ;  which  thus  let  fall 
^Makeno  returne :  well  plac'dcalme  peaccmight 
bring 

To  tlic  loud  wars,  each  free  a  captiv'd  King. 
So  the  unskilfull  Indian  thofe  bright  jcms, 
Which  might  addc  majeflie  to  Diadems, 
'Mong  the  waves  fcatters,  as  if  he  would  flore 
The  tliankleffe  Sea,  to  make  our  Empire  poore. 
When  heaven  darts  thunder  at  the  wombe  of  Time, 
Caufe  with  each  moment  it  brings  forth  a  crime, 
Or  elfe  defpairing  to  roote  out  abufe. 
Would  mine  vitious  earth  ;  be  then  profufe. 
Light,  chas'd  rude  chaos  from  the  world  before. 
Thy  teares,  by  hindring  it's  returne,  worke  more. 
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To  C  A  S  T  A  R  A. 

Vpon  a  figh. 

^^  Heard  a  figh,  and  fomething  in  my  eare 

Did  whifper,  what  my  foule  before  did  feare. 
That  it  was  breath'd  by  thee.    May  th'eafie  Spring 
Enricht  with  odours,  wanton  on  the  wing 
Of  th'  Eaflerne  wind,  may  ne're  his  beauty  fade, 
If  he  the  treafure  of  this  breath  convey'd ; 
'Twas  thine  by  'th  muficke  which  th'  harmonious  breath 
Of  Swans  is  hke,  propheticke  in  their  death : 
And  th'odour,  for  as  it  the  nard  expires, 
Perfuming  Phoenix-like  his  funerall  fires. 
The  winds  of  Paradice  fend  fuch  a  gale, 
To  make  the  Lovers  veffels  calmely  faile 
To  his  lov'd  Port.     This  fliall,  where  it  infpires, 
Increafe  the  chade,  extinguilh  unchafle  fires. 


To  the  Right  Honourable  the  Lady  F. 

Madam. 

3]0u  faw  our  loves,and  prais'd  the  mutuall flame: 
In  which  as  incenfe  to  your  facred  name 
Bumes  a  religious  zeale.     May  we  be  lofl 
To  one  another,  and  our  fire  be  frofl ; 
When  we  omit  to  pay  the  tribute  due 
To  worth  and  vertue,  and  in  them  to  you : 
Who  are  the  foule  of  women.     Others  be 
But  beauteous  parts  oth'  female  body ;  fhe 
Who  boafls  how  many  nimble  Cupids  skip 
Through  her  bright  face,  is  but  an  eye  or  lip : 
The  other  who  in  her  foft  brefls  can  fhow 
Warme  Violets  growing  in  a  banke  of  fnow. 
And  vaunts  the  lovely  wonder,  is  but  skin  : 
Nor  is  fhe  but  a  hand,  who  holds  within 
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The  chryflall  violl  of  her  wealthy  palme, 
The  precious  fweating  of  the  Eaflerne  balme. 
And  all  thefe  if  you  them  together  take, 
And  joyne  with  art,  will  but  one  body  make, 
To  which  the  foule  each  vitall  motion  giv^es ; 
You  are  infus'd  into  it,  and  it  lives. 
But  fhould  you  up  to  your  blefl  manfion  flie, 
How  loath'd  an  object  would  the  carkaffe  lie? 
You  are  all  mind.     Cajlara  when  flie  lookes, 
On  you  th'  Ejiitome  of  all,  that  bookes 
Or  e're  tradition  taught ;  who  gives  fuch  praife 
Vnto  your  fex,  that  now  even  cuflomes  fayes 
He  hath  a  female  foule,  who  ere  hath  writ 
Volumes  which  learning  comprehend,  and  wit. 
Cajlara  cries  to  me ;  Search  out  and  find 
The  Mines  of  wifcdome  in  her  learned  mind, 
And  trace  her  flejjs  to  honour ;  I  afpire 
Enough  to  worth,  while  I  her  worth  admire. 

To    C  A  S  T  A  R  A, 

Againjl  opinion. 

Hy  fliould  we  build,  Cajlara^  in  the  aire 
Of  fraile  opinion?     Why  admire  as  faire, 
What  the  weake  faith  of  man  gives  us  for  right? 
The  jugling  world  cheats  but  the  weaker  fight. 
What  is  in  grcatnelTe  happy  ?     As  free  mirth, 
As  ample  plcafurcs  of  th'  indulgent  earth 
We  joy,  who  on  the  ground  our  manfion  finde, 
As  they,  who  faile  like  witches  in  the  wind 
Of  Court  ajjplaufe.     What  can  their  jjowerfull  fj)ell 
Over  inchanled  man,  more  than  compell 
Him  into  various  formes?     Nor  ferves  their  charme 
Themfelvcs  to  good,  but  to  worke  others  harme. 
Tyrant  Opinion  but  depofe.     And  we 
Will  abfolute  ith'  happiefl.  lunpire  be. 
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To    C  A  S  T  A  R  A. 

Vpon  beautie. 

lAJlara,  fee  that  duft,  the  fportive  wind 
I  So  wantons  with.    'Tis  happ'ly  all  you'le  finde 
Left  of  fome  beauty :  and  how  flill  it  flies, 
To  trouble,  as  it  did  in  life,  our  eyes. 
O  empty  boafl  of  flefh  ?     Though  our  heires  gild 
The  farre  fetch  Phrigian  marble,  which  fhall  build 
A  burthen  to  our  aflies,  yet  will  death 
Betray  them  to  the  fport  of  every  breath. 
Dofl  thou,  poor  relique  of  our  frailty,  flill 
Swell  up  with  glory?     Or  is  it  thy  skill, 
To  mocke  weake  man,  whom  every  wind  of  praife 
Into  the  aire,  doth  'bove  his  center  raife. 
If  fo,  mocke  on.  And  tell  him  that  his  lufl 
To  beauty's,  madnefle.     For  it  courts  but  dufl. 

To    C  A  S  T  A  R  A, 

Melancholly. 

iJEre  but  that  figh  a  penitentiall  breath 
That  thou  art  mine :  It  would  l)low  with  itdeath, 
T'  inclofe  me  in  my  marble:  Where  I'de  be 
Slave  to  the  tyrant  wormes,  to  fet  thee  free. 
What  fhould  we  envy  ?     Though  with  larger  faile 
Some  dance  upon  the  Ocean  :  yet  more  fraile 
And  faithleffe  is  that  wave,  than  where  we  glide, 
Blefl  in  the  fafety  of  a  private  tide. 
We  flill  have  land  in  ken.     And  'caufe  our  boat 
Dares  not  affront  the  weather,  wee'le  ne're  float 
Fafre  from  the  fhore.     To  daring  them  each  cloud 
Is  big  with  thunder,  every  wind  fpeakes  loud. 
And  though  wild  rockes  about  the  fhore  appeare 
Yet  vertue  will  finde  roome  to  anchor  there. 
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^rapl). 


Cast. 


A  Dialogue  betweene 
Jl  r  a  p  k  i  1 1  and  C  a  s  t  a  r  a. 

■ijlara,  you  too  fondly  court 
!     Tlie  filken  peace   with   which    we 

cover'd  are, 
Vnquiet  time  may  for  his  fport, 
Vp  from  its  iron  den  rowfe  fleepy  warre. 

Then  in  the  language  of  the  drum, 
I  will  inRruct  my  yet  affrighted  eare, 

All  women  fliall  in  me  be  dumbe ; 
If  I  but  with  my  Araphill  be  there  ? 

^rapl).  If  Fate  like  an  unfaithfuU  gale, 

Which  having  vow'd  to  th'fhip  a  faire  event, 
0th'  fudden  rends  her  hopeful!  faile ; 
Blow  ruine  ;  will  CajJara  then  repent  ? 

Caj5t.     Love  fhall  in  that  tempefluous  flio%vTe   [fhow  : 
Her  brighten. bloffome like  theblacke-thornc 
VVeake  friendfliip  profpers  by  the  powre 
Of  fortunes  Sunne.     I'le  in  her  winter  grow. 

;3irapl).   If  on  my  skin  the  noyfome  skar 

I  fhouUl  oth'lejjrofie,  or  canker  wcare  ; 
Or  if  the  fuIi)h'rous  breath  of  warre      [fcarc  ? 
Should  blafl.  my  youth  ;  Should  I  not  be  thy 

Cast.     In  flcfli  may  fickneffe  horror  move, 

Iiiit  heavenly  zcale  will  be  by  it  refin'd, 
For  then  wec'd  like  two  Angels  love,    [mind. 
Without  a  fenfe ;    imbrace^  each   others 

^rapl).  Were  it  not  impious  to  repine  ; 

'Ciainfl.  rigid  Fate  I  fliould  dircrt  my  brcatli. 
That  two  mufl  be,  whom  heaven  did  joyne 
In  fuch  a  happy  one,  disjoyn'd  by  death. 

1  Without  a  KiiM ;  and  clip  each  others  mind.     1634,  1635. 
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CTajSt.     That's  no  divource.     Then  fhall  we  fee  [date, 
The  rites  in  hfe,  were  types  o'th  marriage 
Our  foules  on  earth  contracted  be ; 

But  tliey  in  heaven  their  nuptials  confumate. 

^To  the  Right  Honourable  Henry  Lord  M. 

My  Lord. 

PI  Y  thoughts  are  not  fo  rugged,  nor  doth  earth 
^ISo  farre  predominate  in  me,  that  mirth 
.ookes  not  as  lovely  as  when  our  delight 
'Firfl  fafliion'd  wings  to  adde  a  nimbler  flight 
To  lazie  tune ;  who  would,  to  have  furvai'd 
Our  varied  j)leafures,  there  have  ever  flaid. 
And  they  were  harmeleffe.     For  obedience 
If  frailty  yeelds  to  the  wild  lawes  of  fence  ; 
VVe  fliall  but  with  a  fugred  venome  meete  ; 
No  pleafure,  if  not  innocent  as  fweet. 
And  that's  your  choyce  :  who  adde  the  title  good 
To  that  of  noble.     For  although  the  blood 
Of  MarJJmll,  Sta/iky,  and  'La  Pole  doth  flow 
With  happy  Brandon's  in  your  veines ;  you  owe 
Your  vertue  not  to  them.     Man  builds  alone 
Oth'  ground  of  honour :  For  defert's  our  ovvne. 
Be  that  your  ayme.     I'le  with  CaJIara  fit 
Ith'  lliade,  from  heat  of  bufineffe.     While  my  wit 
Is  neither  big  with  an  ambitious  ayme, 
To  build  tall  Pyramids  Ith'  court  of  fame, 
For  after  ages,  or  to  win  conceit 
Oth'  prefent,  and  grow  in  opinion  great. 
Rich  in  our  felves,  we  envy  not  the  Eafl, 
Her  rockes  of  Diamonds,  or  her  gold  the  Weft. 
Arabia  may  be  happy  in  the  death 
Of  her  reviving  Phce?iix ;  In  the  breath 
Of  coole  Favonhis,  famous  be  the  grove 
Of  Tetnpe ;  while  we  in  each  others  love. 
For  that  let  us  be  fam'd.     And  when  of  all 
That  Nature  made  us  two,  the  funerall 

1  To  the  Right  Honourable,  vty  very  good  Lord  Henrv  Lord  M. 
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Leaves  but  a  little  dufl ;  (which  then  as  wed, 
Even  after  death,  Hiall  lleepe  flill  in  one  bed.) 
The  Bride  and  Bridegroome  on  the  folemne  day, 
Shall  with  warm  zeale  approach  our  Vrne,  to  pay 
Their  vowes,  that  heaven  Ihouldbleffefo  farre  their  rites, 
To  fhew  them  the  faire  paths  to  our  delights. 


To  a  Toinbe. 

Yrant  o're  tyrants,  thou  who  onely  dofl 
Clip  the  lafcivious  beauty  without  lull;  [fence; 
What  horror  at  thy  fight  fliootes  through  each 
How  powerful!  is  thy  filent  eloquence, 
Which  never  flatters  ?     Thou  inflrudl'fl  the  proud, 
That  their  fwolne  pompe  is  but  an  empty  cloud, 
Slave  to  each  wind.    The  faire,  thofe  flowers  they  have 
Frefli  in  their  cheeke,  are  flrewd  upon  a  grave. 
Thou  tell'll  the  rich,  their  IdoU  is  but  earth. 
The  vainely  pleas'd,  that  Syren-like  their  mirth 
Betrayes  to  mifchiefe,  and  that  onely  he 
Dares  welcome  death,  whofe  aimcs  at  vertue  be. 
Which  yet  more  zeale  doth  to  Cajlara  move. 
What  checks  me,  when  the  tombe  perfwades  to  love? 

To    C  A  S  T  A  R  A. 

Vpon  thought  of  Age  and  Death. 

II le  breath  of  time  fhall  l)]afl.  the  flowry  S])ring, 
Wliich  fo  perfumes  thy  cheeke, and  witli  it  bring 
So  clarke  a  mifl,  as  fhall  ccli[)fc  the  light 
Of  thy  faire  eyes,  in  an  eternall  night. 
Some  melancholly  chamber  of  the  earth, 
i(F'or  that  like  Time  devoures  whom  it  gave  breath) 
Thy  beauties  fliall  entombe,  wliile  all  wlio  ere 
Lov'd  noitly,  offer  up  their  forrowes  there. 
But  I  whofe  griefe  no  formal!  Hmils  !)ound. 
Beholding  the  darke  caverne  of  that  ground. 
Will  there  immure  my  felfc.     And  thus  I  flial! 

1  (For  she  like  Time  devoures  whom  she  gave  breath) 
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Thy  mourner  be,  and  my  ovvne  funerall. 
Elfe  by  the  weeping  magicke  of  my  verfe, 
Thou  liadfl  rcviv'd,  to  triumph  o're  thy  hearfe. 

^To  the  Rigid  Honourable,  the  Lord  P. 

My  Lord. 

I  He  reverend  man  by  magicke  of  his  prayer 
Hath  charm'd  fo,  that  I  and  your  daughter  are 

I  Contracted  into  one.     The  holy  Hghts 
Smil'd  with  a  cheerfull  luflre  on  our  rites, 
And  every  thing  prefag'd  full  happineffe 
To  mutuall  love ;  if  you'le  the  omen  bleffe. 
Nor  grieve,  my  Lord,  'tis  perfecSled.     Before 
Affli61:ed  Seas  fought  refuge  on  the  fhore 
From  the  angry  Northvvind.     Ere  th'aflonifht  Spring 
Heard  in  the  ayre  the  feather'd  people  fmg. 
Ere  time  had  motion,  or  the  Sunne  obtain'd 
His  province  o're  the  day,  this  was  ordain'd. 
Nor  thinke  in  her  I  courted  wealth  or  blood, 
Or  more  uncertaine  hopes  :  for  had  I  flood 
On  th'  highefl  ground  of  fortune,  the  worid  knowne 
No  greatneffe  but  what  waited  on  my  throne ; 
And  file  had  onely  had  that  face  and  mind, 
I,  with  my  felfe,  had  th 'earth  to  her  refign'd. 
In  vertue  there's  an  Empire.     And  fo  fweete 
The  rule  is  when  it  doth  with  beauty  meete, 
As  fellow  ConfuU  ;  that  of  heaven  they 
Nor  earth  partake ;  who  would  her  difobey. 
This  captiv'd  me.     And  ere  I  queflion'd  why 
I  ought  to  love  CaJIara,  through  my  eye, 
This  foft  obedience  flolc  into  my  heart. 
Then  found  I  love  might  lend  to  th'quick-ey'd  art 
Of  Reafon  yet  a  purer  fight :  For  he 
Though  blind,  taught  her  thefe  Indies  firfl  to  fee, 
In  whofe  poffeffion  I  at  length  am  blefl, 
And  with  my  felfe  at  quiet,  here  I  refl. 
As  all  things  to  my  powre  fubdu'd.     To  me 
Ther's  nought  beyond  this.     The  whole  world  is  (he. 

y   To  tlie  Ri^ht  Honorable,  ntv  very  good  Lord,  the  Lord  P.     1634,  1635. 
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His  Mufe  fpeakes  to  him. 

Hy  vowes  are  heard,  and  thy  CaJIarcHs  name 
Is  writ  as  faire  ith'  Regifler  of  Fame, 
I  As  th'  ancient  beauties  which  tranflated  are 
By  Poets  vp  to  heaven ;  each  there  a  flarre. 
And  though  Imperiall  Tiber  boaft  alone 
Ovids  Corififia,  and  to  Arn  is  knowne 
l!ut  Pdrarchs  Laura ;  while  our  famous  Thames 
Doth  murmur  Sydiicycs  Stella  to  her  flrcames 
Yet  hafl  thou  Severtie  left,  and  fhe  can  bring 
As  many  quires  of  Swans,  as  they  to  fmg 
Thy  glorious  love  :  Which  living  fhall  by  thee 
The  onely  Sov'raigne  of  thofe  waters  be. 

Dead  in  loves  firmament,  no  flarre  fhall  Ihine 
So  nobly  faire,  so  purely  chafle  as  thine. 


To  Vaiiie  hope. 

^Hou  dreame  of  madmen,  ever  changing  gale, 
j.Sw  ell  with  thy  wanton  breath  the  gaudy  foile 
|Of  glorious  foolcs.    Thou  guid'fl  them  who  thee 
court 

'I'o  rocks,  to  quick-fands,  or  fome  faithleffe  port. 
Were  I  not  mad,  who  when  fecure  at  eafe, 
I  might  ith'  Cabbin  paffe  the  raging  Seas, 
Woulfl  like  a  franticke  fliii)l)oy  wildly  haRe, 
To  climbe  the  giddy  top  of  th'unfiile  mad? 
Ambition  never  to  her  hojjcs  did  faine 
A  greatneffc,  but  1  really  obtaine 
In  my  Cajlara.     Wcr't  not  fondneffe  then 
T'  embrace'  the  fliadowes  of  true  Miffe?  And  when 
My  Paradife  all  flowers  and  fruits  both  breed  : 
To  rob  a  barren  garden  for  a  weed  ? 

1  dip.     1634,  1635. 
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To     C  A  s  r  A  R  A, 
II ow  happy,  tJiotigh  in  an  obf cure  fortune. 

Ere  we  by  fate  throwne  downe  below  our  feare ; 
I  Could  we  be  poore  ?   Or  quefllon  Natures  care 
In  our  provifion  ?  She  who  doth  afford 
A  feather'd  garment  fit  for  every  bird, 
And  onely  voyce  enough  t'expreffe  dehght. 
She  who  apparels  Lillies  in  their  white, 
As  if  in  that  fhe'de  teach  mans  duller  fence, 
Wh'are  highefl,  fliould  be  fo  in  innocence. 
She  who  in  damaske  doth  attire  the  Rofe, 
(And  man  t'himfclfe  a  mockery  to  propofe, 
'Mong  whom  the  humblefl  ludges  grow  to  fit) 
She  who  in  purple  cloathes  the  Violet : 

If  thus  fhe  cares  for  things  even  voyd  of  fence  ; 
Shall  we  fufpedl  in  us  her  providence  ? 


To     C  A  S  T  A  R  A. 

Hat  can  the  freedome  of  our  love  enthrall  ? 
Caflara  were  we  difpoffeft  of  all 
The  gifts  of  fortune  ;  richer  yet  than  fhe 
Can  make  her  flaves,  wee'd  in  each  other  be. 
Love  in  himfclfc's  a  world.     If  we  fhould  have 
A  manfion  but  in  fome  forfaken  cave ; 
Wee'd  fmooth  misfortune  :  and  our  felves  thinke  then 
Retir'd  like  Princes  from  the  noife  of  men, 
To  breath  a  while  unflatter'd.     Each  wild  beafl, 
That  fliould  the  filence  of  our  cell  infefl. 
With  clamor,  feeking  prey  ;  Wee'd  fancie  were 
Nought  but  an  avaritious  Courtier. 

Wealth's  but  opinion.     Who  thinks  others  more 
Of  treafures  have,  than  we,  is^  onely  poore. 

1  he's.     1634. 
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Oil  the  death  of  the  Right  Honourable, 
G  E  OR  G  E  Earle  of  S. 


Right  Saint,  thy  pardon,  if  my  fadder  verfe, 
Appeare  in  fighing  o're  thy  glorious  hearfe, 
To  envie  heaven.     For  fame  it  felfe  now  weares 
Griefes  Liver}',  and  onely  fpeaks  in  teares. 
And  pardon  you  CaJIara,  if  a  while 
Your  memory  I  banifh  from  my  flile ; 
When  I  have  payd  his  death  the  tribute  due, 
Of  forrow,  I'le  retume  to  Love  and  you. 
Is  there  a  name  like  Talbot,  which  a  fhowre 
Can  force  from  every  eye  ?  And  hath  even  powre 
To  alter  natures  courfe  ?  How  elfe  Hiould  all 
Runne  wilde  with  mourning,  and  difl.ra(fted  fall : 
Th'  illiterate  vulgar  in  a  well  tun'd  breath. 
Lament  their  loffe,  and  learnedly  chide  death, 
For  itsi  bold  rape,  while  the  fad  Poets  fong 
Is  yet  unheard,  as  if  gricfe  had  no  tongue. 
Th'amaz'd  marriner  having  lofl  his  way 
In  the  tempefluous  defart  of  the  Sea, 
1-ookes  vp  but  findes  no  flarres.     'I'hey  all  confpire 
To  darke  themfelves,  t'enlighten  this  new  fire. 
The  learn'd  Aflronomer  v/ith  daring  eye, 
Searching  to  tracke  the  Spheres  through  which  you  flie, 
(Mofl  beauteous  foule)  doth  in  his  journey  faile. 
And  blufliing,  faye.s,  the  fubtlefl  art  is  fraile, 
And  but  truths  counterfet.     Your  flight  doth  teach, 
Faire  Vertue  hath  an  Orbe  beyond  his  reac  h. 

But  I  grow  dull  with  forrow.     Vnkinde  i'atc 
To  play  the  tyrant  and  fubvcrt  the  flate 
Of  fetlcd  goodneffe.     Who  Hiall  henceforth  fland 
A  pure  example  to  enformc  the  I, and 
Of  her  loofc  riot'  ?  Who  fliall  counter-checke 
The  wanton  pride  of  greatneffe  ;  and  diredl 
Straid  honour  in  the  true  magnificke  way? 

1  his.     1634,  1C35.  2  wic.     i'>34. 
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Whofe  life  ihall  fhew  what  triumph  'tis  t'obey 

The  hard  commands  of  reafon  ?  And  how  fweet 

The  nuptials  are,  when  wealth  and  learning  meet  ? 

Who  will  with  filent  piety  confute 

Atheiflicke  Sophiflry,  and  by  the  fruite 

Approve  Religions  tree  ?  Who'Ie  teach  his  blood 

A  Virgin  law  and  dare  be  great  and  good  ? 

Who  will  defpife  his  fliles  ?  And  nobly  weigh 

In  judgements  ballance,  that  his  honour'd  clay 

Hath  no  advantage  by  them  ?  Who  will  live 

So  innocently  pious,  as  to  give 

The  world  no  fcandall  ?  Who'Ie  himfelf  deny, 

And  to  warme  paffion  a  cold  martyr  dye  ? 

My  griefe  diflra6ts  me.     If  my  zeale  hath  faid, 

What  checks  the  living :  know  I  ferve  the  dead. 

The  dead,  who  needs  no  monumentall  vaults. 

With  his  pale  aflies  to  intorabe  his  faults. 

Whofe  fms  beget  no  libels,  whom  the  poore 

For  benefit ;  for  worth,  the  rich  adore. 

Who  liv'd  a  folitary  Pha^nix  free 

From  the  commerce  with  mifchiefe,  joy'd  to  be 

Still  gazing  heaven-ward,  where  his  thoughts  did  move, 

Fed  with  the  facred  fire  of  zealous  love. 

Alone  he  flouriflit,  'till  the  fatall  houre 

Did  fummon  him,  when  gathering  from  each  flowre 

Their  vertuous  odours,  from  his  perfum'd  neft. 

He  tooke  his  flight  to  evcrlafling  reft. 

There  fhine  great  Lord,  and  with  propitious  eyes, 
Looke  downe,  and  fmile  upon  this  facrifice. 


To  my  worthy  Coujhi  M^  E,  C. 
Inpraife  of  the  City  life,  in  the  long  Vacation. 

[Like  thegreeneplufh  which  yourmeadowsweare; 
I  praife  your  pregnant  fields,  which  duly  beare 
[Their  wealthy  burden  to  th'induftrious  Bore. 
Nor  doe  I  difallow  that  who  are  poore 
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In  minde  and  fortune,  thither  (hould  retire : 

But  hate  that  he  who's  warme  with  Mioly  fire 

Of  any  knowledge,  and  'mong-us  may  feafl 

On  Necflar'd  wit,  fliould  turne  himfelfe  t'  a  beafl, 

And  graze  ith'  Countr)^     Why  did  nature  \\Tong 

So  much  her  paines,  as  to  give  you  a  tongue 

And  fluent  language  ;  If  converfe  you  hold 

With  Oxen  in  the  flail,  and  fheep  ith'  fold  ? 

But  now  it's  long  Vacation  you  will  fay 

The  towne  is  empty,  and  who  ever  may 

To  th'  pleafure  of  his  Country  home  repaire, 

Flyes  from  th'  infection  of  our  Lojidon  aire. 

In  this  your  errour.     Now's  the  time  alone 

To  live  here  ;  when  the  City  Dame  is  gone, 

T'  her  houfe  at  Bratidford ;  for  beyond  that  fhe 

Imagines  there's  no  land,  but  Barbary, 

Where  lies  her  hufbands  Fa6lor.     When  from  hence 

Rid  is  the  Country  luflicc  whofe  non-fence 

Corrupted  had  the  language  of  the  Inne, 

Where  he  and  his  horfe  litter'd  :  We  beginne 

To  live  in  filence,  when  the  noyfe  oth'  Bench 

Not  deafens  WcJIminJler,  nor  corrupt  French 

Walkes  Flcd-Jlred  in  her  gowne.     Ruffes  of  the  Barre, 

By  the  Vacations  powTe  tranflated  are, 

To  Cut-worke  bands.     And  who  were  bufie  here, 

Are  gone  to  fow  fedition  in  the  fliire. 

The  aire  by  this  is  purg'd,  and  the  Tcrmes  flrife, 

Thus  fled  the  City  :  we  the  civill  life 

Lead  happily.     When  in  the  gentle  way, 

Of  noble  mirth,  I  have  the  long  liv'd  day, 

Contracted  to  a  moment :   I  retire. 

To  my  Ca/lara,  and  meet  fuch  a  fire 

Of  mutuall  love  :  that  if  the  City  were 

Infected,  that  would  purifie  the  ayre. 

1  ih'  boly  fire.     1634. 
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Loves  Aniverfarie 
To  the  Sunne. 

Hon  art  re turn'd  (great  Light)  to  that  blefl  houre 
In  which  I  firfl  by  marriage,  facred  power, 
loyn'd  with  CaJIara  hearts  :  And  as  the  fame 
'  rhy  hiflre  is,  as  then,  fo  is  our  flame  : 
Which  had  increafl,  but  that  by  loves  decree, 
'Twas  fucli  at  firfl,  it  ne're  could  greater  be. 
But  tell  me  (glorious  Lampe)  in  thy  furvey, 
Of  things  below  thee,  what  did  not  decay 
By  age  to  weakneffe?     I  fince  that  have  feene 
The  Rofe  bud  forth  and  fade,  the  tree  grow  greent 
And  witlier,  and  the  beauty  of  the  field 
With  Winter  wrinkled.     Even  thy  felfe  dofl  yeeld 
Something  to  time,  and  to  thy  grave  fall  nigher. 
But  vertuous  love  is  one  fweet  endleffe  fire. 

Againjl  them  who  lay  unchajlity  to 
the  fcx  of  Women. 

Hey  meet  but  with  unwholefome  Springs, 
And  Summers  which  infecflious  are  : 
They  heare  but  when  the  Meremaid  fings, 
'And  onely  fee  the  falling  flarre  : 

Who  ever  dare, 
Affirme  no  woman  chafle  and  faire. 

Goe  cure  your  feavers  :  and  you'Ie  fay 
The  Dog-dayes  fcorch  not  all  the  yeare  : 
In  Copper  Mines  no  longer  flay. 
But  travell  to  the  Wcfl,  and  there 

The  right  ones  lee  : 
And  grant  all  gold's  not  Alchimie. 

What  mad  man  'caufc  the  glow-wormes  flame 
Is  cold,  fweares  there's  no  warmth  in  fire  ? 
Caufe  fome  make  forfeit  of  their  name, 
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And  flave  themfelves  to  mans  defire  ; 

Shall  the  fex  free 
From  guilt,  damn'd  to  the  bondage  be  ? 

Nor  grieve  Cajlara,  though  'twere  fraile, 
Thy  Vertue  then  would  brighter  fliine, 
When  thy  example  (hould  prevaile, 
And  every  womans  faith  be  thine. 

And  were  there  none  ; 
'Tis  Majefly  to  rule  alone. 

To  the  Right  Honourable  and  excellently 
learned,  William  Earle  of  St. 

My  Lord, 

He  Laurell  doth  your  reverend  temples  wreath 
As  aptly  now,  as  when  your  youth  did  breath 
Thofe  tragicke  raptures  which  your  name  (hall 
From  the  blacke  edi6t  of  a  tyrant  grave,  [fave 
Nor  fhall  your  Day  ere  fet,  till  the  Sunne  fliall 
From  the  blind  heavens  like  a  cynder  fall; 
And  all  the  elements  intend  their  flrife, 
To  ruine  what  they  fram'd  :  Then  your  fames  life. 
When  defp'rate  Time  lies  gafping,  Hiall  expire 
Attended  by  the  world  ith'  generall  fire. 
Fame  lengthens  thus  her  felfc.     And  I  to  tread 
Your  fleps  to  glory,  fearch  among  the  dead, 
Where  Vertue  lies  obfcur'd  ;  that  as  I  give 
Life  to  her  tombc,  I  fpight  of  time  may  live. 
Now  I  refolvc  in  triumph  of  my  verfc, 
To  bring  great  Talbot  from  that  forrcn  hcarfc, 
Which  yet  doth  to  her  fright  his  duft  enclofe  : 
Then  to  fing  Herbert  who  fo  glorious  rofe, 
With  the  fourth  luhmrd,  that  his  faith  doth  fliinc 
Yet  in  the  faith  of  nobkfl  Pcmbrookes  line. 
Sometimes  my  fwelling  fpirits  I  prepare 
To  fpcake  the  mighty  Percy,  nccred  heire, 
In  merits  as  in  blood,  to  Charles  the  great : 
Tlien  Darbies  worth  and  greatneffe  to  repeat : 
F 
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Or  Morleycs  honour,  or  Mowiteagles  fame, 
Whofe  valour  lies  eterniz'd  in  his  name. 
But  while  I  thinke  to  fmg  thofe  of  my  bloud, 
And  my  Cajlara's ;  Loves  unruly  flood 
Breakes  in,  and  beares  away  what  ever  fl.ands. 
Built  by  my  bufie  fancy  on  the  fands. 

To    C  A  S  T  A  R  A, 

Vpon  an  embrace. 

Out  th'  Husband  Oke,  the  Vine 
Thus  wreathes  to  kiffe  his  leavy  face  : 

Their  flreames  thus  Rivers  joyne, 
And  lofe  themfelves  in  the  embrace. 
But  Trees  want  fence  when  they  infold, 
And  Waters  when  they  meet,  are  cold. 

Thus  Turtles  bill,  and  grone 
Their  loves  into  each  others  eare : 

Two  flames  thus  burne  in  one, 
\Vlien  their  curl'd  heads  to  heaven  they  reare. 

But  Birds  want  foule  though  not  defire  : 

And  flames  material}  foone  expire. 

If  not  prophane ;  we'll  fay 
When  Angels  clofe,  their  joyes  are  fuch. 

For  we  not  love  obey 
That's  baflard  to  a  fleflily  touch. 

Let's  clofe  Cajlara  then,  fmce  thus 

We  patterne  Angels,  and  they  us. 

To  the  Honotirable,  G.  T, 


Et  not  thy  grones  force  Eccho  from  her  cave, 
Or  interrupt  her  weeping  o're  that  wave. 
Which  lafl  Narciffus  kill :  let  no  darke  grove 
Be  taught  to  whifper  flories  of  thy  love. 

What  though  the  wind  be  tum'd  ?     Canft  thou  not  faile 

By  vertue  of  a  cleane  contrary  gale, 
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Into  fome  other  Port  ?    Where  thou  wilt  find, 

It  was  thy  better  Genius  chang'd  the  wind, 

To  fleere  thee  to  fome  Hand  in  the  Weft, 

For  wealth  and  pleafure,  that  tranfcends  thy  Eaft. 

Though  AJlrodora,  like  a  fullen  ftarre 

Eclipfe  her  felfe  :  Ith'  sky  of  beauty  are 

Ten  thoufand  other  fires,  fome  bright  as  (he. 

And  who  with  milder  beames,  may  fhine  on  thee. 

Nor  yet  doth  this  Eclipfe  beare  a  portent, 

That  (hould  aff"right  the  world :  The  firmament 

Enjoyes  the  light  it  did,  a  Sunne  as  cleare, 

And  the  young  Spring  doth  like  a  Bride  appeare, 

As  fairely  wed  to  the  T/ieJfalian  grove 

As  e're  it  was  ;  though  fhe  and  you  not  love. 

And  we  two,  who  like  two  bright  ftars  have  fhin'd 

Ith'  heaven  of  friendfhip,  are  as  firmely  joyn'd 

As  bloud  and  love  firft  fram'd  us.     And  to  be 

Lov'd,  and  thought  worthy  to  be  lov'd  by  thee. 

Is  to  be  glorious.     Since  fame  cannot  lend 

An  honour,  equals  that  of  Talbots  friend. 

Nor  envie  me  that  my  Cajlara's  flame 

Yeelds  me  a  conftant  warmth  :  Though  firft  I  came 

To  marriage  happy  Hands  :  Seas  to  thee 

Will  yeeld  as  fmooth  a  way,  and  winds  as  free. 

Which  fhall  condu6t  thee  (if  hope  may  divine  ;) 

To  this  delicious  port :  and  make  love  thine. 

To     C  A  S  T  A  R  A. 

The  reward  of  Innocent  Love. 

K  faw  and  woo'd  each  others  eyes. 
My  foulc  contra6lcd  then  with  thine, 
.\nd  both  burnt  in  one  facrifice. 
J'.y  which  our  Marriage  grew  divine. 

Let  wilder  youth,  whofe  foulc  is  fenfe, 
Prophane  the  Tcmjilc  of  delight. 
And  purchafe  cndlefTc  penitence, 
With  the  ftolnc  pleafure  of  one  night. 
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Time  's  ever  ours,  while  we  difpife 
The  fenfuall  idoll  of  our  clay. 
For  though  the  Sunne  doe  fet  and  rife, 
We  joy  one  everlafling  day. 

Whofe  light  no  jealous  clouds  obfcure, 
While  each  of  us  fliine  innocent. 
The  troubled  flreame  is  flill  impure, 
With  vertue  flies  away  content. 

And  though  opinion  often  erre, 
Wee'le  court  the  modefl  fmile  of  fame. 
For  fmnes  blacke  danger  circles  her, 
Who  hath  infe6tion  in  her  name. 

Thus  when  to  one  darke  filent  roome. 
Death  fliall  our  loving  coffins  thrufl ; 
Fame  will  build  columnes  on  our  tombe, 
And  adde  a  perfume  to  our  dufl. 

To  my  noblcjl  Friend,  Sir  I.  P.  Knight. 

Sir, 

Hough  my  deare  Talbots  Fate  exa6l,  a  fad 
And  heavy  brow ;  my  verfe  fliall  not  be  clad 
For  him  this  houre  in  mourning  :  I  will  write 
To  you  the  glory  of  a  pompous  night, 
Which  none  (except  fobriety)  who  wit 
Or  cloathes  could  boaft,  but  freely  did  admit. 
I  (who  flill  fmne  for  company)  was  there 
And  tafled  of  the  glorious  fupper,  where 
Meate  was  the  leafl.  of  wonder.     Though  the  nefl 
Oth'  Fhcefiix  rifled  feem'd  t'amaze  the  feafl., 
And  th'  Ocean  left  fo  poore  that  it  alone 
Could  flnce  vant  wretched  herring  and  poore  lohn. 
LuaiUiis  furfets,  were  but  types  of  this, 
And  whatfoever  riot  mention'd  is 
In  flory,  did  but  the  dull  Zatiye  play. 
To  this  proud  night ;  which  rather  wee'le  temie  day  : 
For  th'artificiall  lights  fo  thicke  were  fet, 


85 
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But  feven  (whom  whether  we  fhould  Sages  call 
Or  deadly  finnes,  He  not  difpute)  were  all 
Invited  to  this  pompe.     And  yet  I  dare 
PawTie  my  lov'd  Mufe,  th'  Hungarian  did  prepare 
Not  halfe  that  quantity  of  vi6luall,  when 
He  layd  his  happy  fiege  to  Nortlinghen. 
The  mifl  of  the  perfumes  was  breath'd  fo  thicke 
That  Linx  himfelfe  thought  his  fight  fam'd  fo  quicke, 
Had  there  fcarce  fpyed  one  fober :  For  the  wealth 
Of  the  Canaries  was  exhaufl,  the  health 
Of  his  good  Majeftye  to  celebrate, 
Who'le  judge  them  loyall  fubje6ls  without  that : 
Yet  they,  who  fome  fond  privilege  to  mainteine. 
Would  have  rebeld ;  their  befl  freehold,  their  braine 
Surrender'd  there  ;  and  five  fifteenes  did  pay 
To  drink  his  happy  life  and  reigne.     O  day 
It  was  thy  piety  to  flye  ;  th'  hadfl  beene 
Found  accelTary  elfe  to  this  fond  finne. 
But  I  forget  to  fpeake  each  flratagem 
By  which  the  diliics  enter'd,  and  in  them 
Each  lufcious  miracle,  As  if  more  bookes 
Had  written  beene  oth'  myflery  of  Cookes 
Then  the  Philos'phcrs  flone,  here  we  did  fee 
All  wonders  iu  the  kitchin  Alchimy : 
But  He  not  have  you  there,  before  you  part 
You  fhall  have  fomcthing  of  another  art. 
A  banquet  raining  downe  fo  fafl,  the  good 
Old  Patriarch  would  have  thought  a  gcncrall  flood  : 
Heaven  opcn'd  and  from  thence  a  mighty  fliowre 
Of  Amber  comfits  it  fweete  fclfe  did  powre 
Vpon  our  heads,  ancl  Suckcts  from  our  eye 
Like  thickend  clouds  did  flcale  away  the  sky, 
That  it  was  queflion'd  whether  heaven  were 
Black-fryers,  and  cfach  flarrc  a  confe6lioner; 
But  I  too  long  detaine  you  at  a  feafl 
You  hap'ly  furfet  of;   now  every  guefl 
Is  reeld  downe  to  his  coach  ;  I  licence  crave 
Sir,  but  to  kiffe  your  hands,  and  take  my  leave. 


86 


To  The  Right  Honourable  Archibald 
Earle  of  Ar. 

F  your  example  be  obey'd 
iThe  ferious  few  will  live  ith'  filent  fhade  : 

And  not  indanger  by  the  wind 
"Or  Sunfliine,  the  complexion  of  their  mind  : 
Whofe  beauty  weares  fo  cleare  a  skin 
That  it  decayes  with  the  lead  taint  of  fm. 

Vice  growes  by  cuflome,  nor  dare  we 
Reje6l  it  as  a  flave,  where  it  breathes  free, 

And  is  no  priviledge  denyed  ; 
Nor  if  advanc'd  to  higher  place  envyed. 

Wherefore  your  Lordfliip  in  your  felfe 
(Not  lancht  farre  in  the  maine,  nor  nigh  the  fhelfe 

Of  humbler  fortune)  lives  at  eafe, 
Safe  from  the  rocks  oth'  fhore,  and  flormes  oth'Seas. 

Your  foule's  a  well  built  City,  where 
There's  fuch  munition,  that  no  war  breeds  feare: 

No  rebels  wilde  deflra6lions  move  ; 
For  you  the  heads  have  crufht ;  Rage,  Envy,  Love. 

And  therefore  you  defiance  bid 
To  open  enmity,  or  mifchiefe  hid 

In  fawning  hate  and  fupple  pride, 
Who  are  on  every  comer  fortifide. 

Your  youth  not  rudely  led  by  rage 
Of  blood,  is  now  the  flory  of  your  age  , 

Which  without  boafl  you  may  averre 
'Fore  blackefl  danger,  glory  did  prefer  : 

Glory  not  purchafl  by  the  breath 
Of  Sycophants,  but  by  encountring  death. 

Yet  wildneffe  nor  the  feare  of  lawes 
Did  make  your  fight,  but  juflice  of  the  caufe. 

For  but  mad  prodigals  they  are 
Of  fortitude,  who  for  it  felfe  love  warre. 

When  well  made  peace  hath  clos'd  the  eyes 
Of  difcord,  floath  did  not  your  youth  furprize. 

Your  life  as  well  as  powre,  did  awe 
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The  bad,  and  to  the  good  was  the  bed  law : 

"When  mod  men  vertue  did  purfue 
In  hope  by  it  to  grow  in  fame  Uke  you. 

Nor  when  you  did  to  court  repaire, 
Did  you  your  manners  alter  with  the  ayre. 

You  did  your  modefly  retaine 
Your  faithfull  dealing,  the  fame  tongue  and  braine. 

Nor  did  all  the  foft  flattery  there 
Inchant  you  fo,  but  flill  you  truth  could  heare. 

And  though  your  roofes  were  richly  guilt, 
The  bafis  was  on  no  wards  mine  built. 

Nor  were  your  vaflals  made  a  prey, 
And  forc't  to  curfe  the  Coronation  day. 

And  though  no  bravery  was  knowne 
To  out-fliine  yours,  you  onely  fpent  your  owne. 

For  'twas  the  indulgence  of  fate, 
To  give  y*  a  moderate  niinde,  and  bounteous  flate  ? 

liUt  I,  my  Lord,  who  have  no  friend 
Of  fortune,  mufl  begin  where  you  doe  end. 

'Tis  dang'rous  to  approach  the  fire 
Of  adlion  ;  nor  is't  fafe,  farre  to  retire. 

Yet  better  lofl  ith'  multitude 
Of  private  men,  then  on  the  flate  t'intrude. 

And  hazard  for  a  doubtfull  fmile, 
My  flocke  of  fame,  and  inward  peace  to  fpoile. 

lie  therefore  nigh  fome  murm'ring  brooke 
That  wantons  through  my  meddowcs,  with  a  booke 

With  my  Cajlara,  or  fome  friend, 
My  youth  not  guilty  of  ambition  fpcnd. 

To  my  own  fliadc  (if  fate  permit) 
He  whifper  fome  foft  mufujue  of  my  wit. 

And  flatter  to  my  fclfe,  He  fee 
By  that,  flr.inge  motion  fleale  into  the  tree. 

]{ut  flill  my  firfl  and  chiefcfl  care 
Shall  be  t'appeafe  offended  heaven  with  j)raycr ; 

And  in  fuch  mold  my  thoughts  to  cafl, 
That  each  day  fliall  l)c  fpent  as  'twere  my  lafl 

How  ere  it's  fweete  lufl  to  obey, 
Vertue  though  nigged,  is  the  fafefl  way. 
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An   Elegy  upon    The  Honourable   Henry 
CamheW,  /on7ie  to  the  Earle  <?/ Ar[g]. 


Ts  falfe  Arithmaticke  to  fay  thy  breath 
Expir'd  to  foone,  or  irreligious  death 
Prophan'd  thy  holy  youth.     For  if  thy  yeares 
Be  number'd  by  thy  vertues  or  our  teares, 
Thou  didfl,  the  old  Md/mfakm  out-live. 
Though  Time,  but  twenty  yeares  account  can  give 
Of  thy  abode  on  earth,  yet  every  houre 
Of  thy  brave  youth  by  vertues  wondrous  powre 
Was  lengthen'd  to  a  yeare.     Each  well-fpent  day 
Keepes  young  the  body,  but  the  foule  makes  gray. 
Such  miracles  workes  goodneffe  :  and  behind 
Th'afl  left  to  us  fuch  flories  of  thy  minde 
Fit  for  example  ;  that  when  them  we  read, 
We  envy  earth  the  treafure  of  the  dead. 
Why  doe  the  fmfull  riot  and  furvive 
The  feavers  of  their  furfets  ?  Why  alive 
Is  yet  diforder'd  greatneffe,  and  all  they 
Who  the  loofe  lawes  of  their  wilde  blood  obey? 
Why  lives  the  gamefler.  who  doth  blacke  the  night 
With  cheats  and  imprecations  ?  Why  is  light 
Looked  on  by  thofe  whofe  breath  may  poyfon  it : 
Who  fold  the  vigor  of  their  flrength  and  wit 
To  buy  difeafes  :  and  thou,  who  faire  truth 
And  vertue  didfl  adore,  lofl  in  thy  youth  ? 

But  He  not  queflion  fate.     Heaven  doth  conveigh 
Thofe  firfl  from  the  darke  prifon  of  their  clay 
Who  are  mofl.  fit  for  heaven.     Thou  in  warre 
Hadfl  tane  degrees,  thofe  dangers  felt,  which  are 
The  props  on  which  peace  fafely  doth  fubfifl 
And  through  the  Cannons  blew  and  horrid  mifl 
Hadfl  brought  her  light :  And  now  wert  fo  compleat 
That  naught  but  death  did  want  to  make  thee  great. 

Thy  death  was  timely  then  bright  foule  to  thee. 
And  in  thy  fate  thou  fuffer'dft.  not.     'Twas  we 
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Who  dyed  rob'd  of  thy  Hfe  :  in  whofe  increafe 
Of  real!  glory  both  in  warre  and  peace, 
We  all  did  fhare  :  and  thou  away  we  feare 
Didfl  with  thee,  the  whole  flocke  of  honour  beare. 
Each  then  be  his  owne  mourner,  Wee'le  to  thee 
Write  hymnes,  upon  the  world  an  Elegie. 

To    C  A  S  T  A  R  A. 

iHy  fhould  we  feare  to  melt  away  in  death  ; 
iMay  we  but  dye  together.     When  beneath 
In  a  coole  vault  we  fleepe,  the  world  will  prove 
'  Religious,  and  call  it  the  flirine  of  Love. 
There,  when  oth'  wedding  eve  fome  beautious  maid, 
Sufpitious  of  the  faith  of  man,  hath  paid 
The  tribute  of  her  vowes  ;  oth'  fudden  (hee 
Two  violets  fprouting  from  the  tombe  will  fee  : 
And  cry  out,  ye  fweet  emblems  of  their  zeale 
Who  live  below,  fprang  ye  up  to  reveale 
The  flory  of  our  future  joyes,  how  we 
The  faithfull  patterns  of  their  love  Hiall  be? 

If  not ;  hang  downe  your  heads  opprefl  with  dew, 
And  I  will  weepe  and  wither  hence  with  you. 

To    C  A  S  T  A  R  A, 

Of  what  we  were  before  our  creation. 

Hen  Pelion  wondring  faw,  that  raine  which  fell 
But  now  from  angry  Heaven,  to  Heaven  ward 

fwell  : 
^Vhcn  th'  Indian  Ocean  did  the  wanton  play, 
Mingling  its  billowes  with  the  Balticke  fea  : 
And  the  whole  earth  was  water :  O  where  then 
Were  we  CaJIara?  In  the  fate  of  men 
Lod  underneath  the  waves?  Or  to  beguile 
Heaven's  juRirc,  lurkt  we  in  Noafis  floating  Ifle? 
We  had  no  being  then,     'i'his  fleflily  frame 
Wed  to  a  foulc,  long  after,  hither  came 
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A  flranger  to  it  felfe.     Thofe  moneths  that  were 
But  the  lafl  age,  no  news  of  us  did  heare. 

What  pompe  is  then  in  us  ?  Who  th'  other  day 
Were  nothing ;  and  in  triumph  now,  but  clay. 

To  the  Moment  lajl  paji. 

Whither  dofl  thou  flye?     Cannot  my  vow 
Intreat  thee  tarry?  Thou  wert  here  but  now, 
And  thou  art  gone  :  hke  fhips  which  plough  the 
Sea, 

And  leave  no  print  for  man  to  tracke  their  way. 
O  unfeene  wealth  !  who  thee  did  husband,  can 
Out-vie  the  jewels  of  the  Ocean, 
The  mines  of  th'  earth  !  One  figh  well  fpent  in  thee 
Had  beene  a  purchafe  for  eternity ! 
We  will  not  loofe  thee  then.     CaJIara,  where 
Shall  we  finde  out  his  hidden  fepulcher ; 
And  wee'le  revive  him.     Not  the  cruell  flealth 
Of  fate  fhall  rob  us,  of  fo  great  a  wealth. 

Vndone  in  thrift !  while  we  befought  his  flay, 
Ten  of  his  fellow  moments  fled  away. 

Ti?    C  A  S  T  A  R  A. 

Of  the  k7iowledge  of  Love. 

|Here  fleepes  the  North-wind  when  the  South 

infpires 
Life  in  the  fpring,  and  gathers  into  quires 

'  The  fcatter'd  Nightingales ;  whofe  fubtle  eares 
Heard  firfl  th'  harmonious  language  of  the  Spheares  ; 
Whence  hath  the  flone  Magneticke  force  t'allure 
Th'  enamour'd  iron  ;  From  a  feed  impure 
Or  naturall  did  firfl  the  Mandrake  grow ; 
What  powre  ith'  Ocean  makes  it  ebbe  and  flow  ; 
What  flrange  materials  is  the  azure  skye 
Compadled  of;  of  what  its^  brightefl  eye 
The  ever  flaming  Sunne ;  what  people  are 
In  th'unknowne  wo'ld  ;  what  worlds  in  every  flar ; 

1  her.     1635. 
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I.et  curious  fancies  at  this  fecret  rove ; 
Cajlara  what  we  know,  wee'le  pradlife,  Love. 

To  the  Right  Honotirable  the  Counteffe  ofC. 

Madam, 

Hould  the  cold  Mufcovit,  whofe  furre  and  flove 
[Can  fcarfe  prepare  him  heate  enough  for  love, 
But  view  the  wonder  of  your  prefence,  he 
Would  fcorne  his  winters  fliarpefl  injury  : 
And  trace  the  naked  groves,  till  he  found  bayfe 
To  write  the  beautious  triumphs  of  your  prayfe. 
As  a  dull  Poet  even  he  would  fay, 
Th'  unclouded  Sun  had  never  fhowne  them  day 
Till  that  bright  minute ;  that  he  now  admires 
No  more  why  the  coy  Spring  fo  foone  retires 
From  their  unhappy  rlyme  :  It  doth  purfue 
The  Sun,  and  he  derives  his  light  from  you. 
Hee'd  tell  you  how  the  fetter'd  Baltick  Sea 
Is  fet  at  freedome,  while  the  yce  away 
Doth  melt  at  your  approach ;  how  by  fo  faire 
Harmonious  beauty,  their  rude  manners  are 
Reduc't  to  order ;  how  to  them  you  bring 
The  wealthiefl  mines  below,  above  the  Spring. 
Thus  would  his  wonder  fpeake.     For  he  would  want 
Religion  to  beleeve,  there  were  a  Saint 
Within,  and  all  he  faw  was  but  the  flirine. 
But  I  here  pay  my  vowes  to  the  devine 
Pure  elTcnce  there  inclo.s'd,  which  if  it  were 
Not  hid  in  a  faire  cloud  but  might  ajjpeare 
In  its  full  luflrc,  would  make  Nature  live 
In  a  flate  equall  to  her  primitive. 
But  fwcetly  thats  obfrur'd.     Yet  though  our  eye 
Cannot  the  fplendor  of  your  foule  defcry 
In  taie  perfedlion,  by  a  glimmering  light, 
Your  language  yeelds  us,  we  can  gueffc  how  bright 
The  Sunne  within  you  fliines,  and  curfc  th'  unkind 
Eclipfe,  or  elfe  our  felves  for  being  blinde. 
How  haflily  doth  Nature  build  up  man 

1  To  tht  Right  Honoral'lf,  my  very  vood  Lady,  tlu  Countetie  o/C     1635. 
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To  leave  him  fo  imperfefl  ?     For  he  can 
See  nought  beyond  his  fence ;  fhe  doth  controule 
So  farre  his  fight,  he  nere  difcern'd  a  foule. 
For  had  yours  beene  tlie  objc6l  of  his  eye  ; 
It  had  turn'd  wonder  to  Idolatry. 


TAe  harmony  of  Love. 

mpJikm,  O  thou  holy  fliade  ! 

Bring  Orp/ieiis  up  with  thee  : 
That  wonder  may  you  both  invade, 

Hearing  Loves  harmony. 
You  who  are  foule,  not  rudely  made 

Vp,  with  Materiall  eares, 
And  fit  to  reach  the  mufique  of  thefe  fpheares. 

Harke  !  when  Cajlards  orbs  doe  move 

By  my  firfl  moving  eyes, 
How  great  the  Symphony  of  Love, 

But  'tis  the  deflinies 
Will  not  fo  farre  my  prayer  approve, 

To  bring  you  hither,  here 
Left  you  meete  heaven,  for  Elizium  there. 

Tis  no  dull  Sublunary  flame 

Burnes  in  her  heart  and  mine. 
But  fomething  more,  then  hath  a  name. 

So  fubtle  and  divine. 
We  know  not  why,  nor  how  it  came. 

Which  fhall  fhine  bright,  till  flie 
And  the  whole  world  of  love,  expire  with  me. 


To  my  honoured  friend  Sir  Ed.  P.  Knight. 

Ou'd  leave  the  filence  in  which  fafe  we  are, 
To  liRen  to  the  noyfe  of  warre  ; 

And  walkethofe rugged  paths,  the  fa6lious  tread, 
Who  by  the  number  of  the  dead 
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Reckon  their  glories,  and  thinke  greatneffe  flood 

Vnfafe,  till  it  was  built  on  blood. 
Secure  ith'  wall  our  Seas  and  fhips  provide 

(Abhorring  wars  fo  barb'rous  pride 
And  honour  bought  with  flaughter)  in  content 

Lets  breath  though  humble,  innocent. 
Folly  and  madneffe  !     Since  'tis  ods  we  nere 

See  the  frefh  youth  of  the  next  yeare. 
Perhaps  not  the  chafl  morne,  her  felfe  difclofe 

Againe,  t'out-blufh  th'  aemulous  rofe, 
Why  doth  ambition  fo  the  mind  diflreffe 

To  make  us  fcorne  what  we  poffeffe? 
And  looke  fo  farre  before  us  ?     Since  all  we 

Can  hope,  is  varied  mifery  ? 
Goe  find  fome  whifpering  fliade  neare  Arnc  or  Foe, 

And  gently  'mong  their  violets  throw 
Your  wearyed  limbs,  and  fee  if  all  thofe  faire 

Enchantments  can  charme  griefe  or  care  ? 
Our  forrowcs  flill  purfue  us,  and  when  you 

The  ruin'd  Capitoll  fliall  view 
And  flatues,  a  diforder'd  heape ;  you  can 

Not  cure  yet  the  difeafe  of  man, 
And  banifli  your  owne  thoughts.     Goe  travaile  where 

Another  .Sun  and  Starres  appeare. 
And  land  not  toucht  by  any  covetous  fleet, 

And  yet  even  there  your  felfe  you'le  meet. 
Stay  here  then,  and  while  curious  exiles  find 

New  toyes  for  a  fantaRique  mind  ; 
Enjoy  at  home  what's  reall :  here  the  S])ring 

By  her  aeriall  quires  doth  fing 
As  fweclly  to  you,  as  if  you  were  laid 

Vnder  the  learn'd  T/ujfalian  fliadc, 
Diredl  your  eye-fight  inward,  and  you'le  find 

A  thoufand  regions  in  your  mind 
Yet  undifcover'd.     Travell  tliem,  and  be 

P>xpert  in  home  Colmographie. 
This  you  may  doe  fate  both  Irom  rocke  and  flielfe : 

Man's  a  whole  world  witiiin  him  felfe. 
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To     C  A  S  T  A  R  A. 

Ive  me  a  heart  where  no  impure 

Diforder'd  paffions  rage, 
Which  jealoufie  doth  not  obicure, 
Not  vanity  t'  expence  ingage, 
Nor  wooed  to  madneffe  by  quient  oathes, 
Or  the  fine  Rhetoricke  of  cloathes, 
Which  not  the  foftneffe  of  the  age 
To  vice  or  folly  doth  decline ; 
Give  me  that  heart  {Cajlard)  for  'tis  thine. 

Take  thou  a  heart  where  no  new  looke 

Provokes  new  appetite : 
With  no  frefli  charme  of  beauty  tooke, 
Or  wanton  flratagem  of  wit ; 
Not  Idly  wandring  here  and  there, 
Led  by  an  am'rous  eye  or  eare. 
Ayming  each  beautious  marke  to  hitj 
Which  vertue  doth  to  one  confine  : 
Take  thou  that  heart,  CaJIara,  for  'tis  mine. 

And  now  my  heart  is  lodg'd  with  thee, 

Obferve  but  how  it  flill 
Doth  liflen  how  thine  doth  with  me  ; 
And  guard  it  well,  for  elfe  it  will 
Runne  hither  backe ;  not  to  be  where 
I  am,  but  'caufe  thy  heart  is  here. 
But  without  difcipline,  or  skill. 
Our  hearts  fhall  freely  'tweene  us  move ; 
Should  thou  or  I  want  hearts,  wee'd  breath  by  love. 
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To   Castara. 
Of  true  delight. 

Hy  doth  the  eare  fo  tempt  the  voyce, 
That  cunningly  divides  the  ayre  ? 

Why  doth  the  pallate  buy  the  choyce 
Dehghts  oth'  fea,  to  enrich  her  fare  ? 

As  foone  as  I,  my  eare  obey 

The  Eccho's  lofl  even  with  the  breath. 

And  when  the  fewer  takes  away 

I'me  left  with  no  more  tafle,  then  death. 

Be  curious  in  purfuite  of  eyes 
To  procreate  new  loves  with  thine ; 
Satiety  makes  fence  defpife 
What  fuperflition  thought  divine. 

Quicke  fancy  how  it  mockes  delight  ? 
As  we  conceive,  things  are  not  fuch, 
The  glow-worme  is  as  warme  as  bright, 
Till  the  deceitfuU  flame  we  touch. 

When  I  have  fold  my  heart  to  lull, 
And  bought  repentance  with  a  kifle 
I  find  the  malice  of  my  dufl, 
That  told  me  hell  contain'd  a  bliffe. 

The  Rofe  yeelds  her  fweete  blandifliment 
Lofl  in  the  fold  of  lovers  wreathes, 
The  violet  enchants  the  fent, 
When  earely  in  the  Spring  fhe  breaths. 

But  winter  comes  and  makes  each  flowre 
Shrinkc  from  the  pillow  where  it  growes. 
Or  an  intruding  cold  hath  powrc 
To  fcome  the  perfume  of  the  Rofe. 

f  )ur  fences  like  falfc  glaffes  fliow 
Smooth  beauty  where  browes  wrinkled  are, 
Anfl  makes  the  cofen'd  fancy  glow. 
Chafle  vertue's  onely  true'  and  faire. 

'  chaste.     1635. 
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To  my  nobleji  Friend,  I.  C.  Ef quire. 


Hate  the  Countries  durt  and  manners,  yet 
I  love  the  filence ;  I  embrace  the  wit 
I  And  courtfliip,  flowing  here  in  a  full  tide. 
JBut  loathe  the  expence,  the  vanity,  and  pride. 
No  place  each  way  is  happy.     Here  I  hold 
Commerce  with  fome,  who  to  my  eare  unfold 
(After  a  due  oath  miniflred)  the  height 
And  greatneffe  of  each  flar  fliines  in  the  flate  : 
The  brightneffe,  the  eclypfe,  the  influence. 
With  others  I  commune,  who  tell  me  whence 
The  torrent  doth  of  forraigne  difcord  flow  : 
Relate  each  skirmifli,  battle,  overthrow, 
Soone  as  they  happen  ;  and  by  rote  can  tell 
Thofe  Germane  townes,  even  puzzle  me  to  fpell. 
The  croffe  or  profperous  fate  of  Princes,  they 
Afcribe  to  raflincffe,  cunning,  or  delay  : 
And  on  each  a6lion  comment,  with  more  skill 
Then  upon  Livy,  did  old  Machavill. 
O  bufie  folly !  Why  doe  I  my  braine 
Perplex  with  the  dull  pollicies  of  Spahie, 
Or  quicke  defignes  oi  Fraiuel     Why  not  repaire 
To  the  pure  innocence  oth'  Country  ayre  : 
And  neighbor  thee,  deare  friend?     Who  fo  dofl  give 
Thy  thoughts  to  worth  and  vertue,  that  to  live 
Blefl.,  is  to  trace  thy  wayes.     There  might  not  we 
Arme  againfl  paffion  with  Philolophie  ; 
And  by  the  aide  of  leifure,  fo  controule, 
What-ere  is  earth  in  us,  to  grow  all  foule  ? 
Knowledge  doth  ignorance  ingender  when 
VVe  fludy  mifleries  of  other  men 
And  torraigne  plots.     Doc  but  in  thy  owne  fhade 
(Thy  head  upon  fome  flowry  pillow  laide, 
Kind  Natures  hufwifery)  contemplate  all 
His  flratagems  who  labours  to  inthrall 
The  world  to  his  great  Mafler ;  and  youle  finde 
Ambition  mocks  it  felie,  an_d  grafps  the  wind. 
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Not  conquefl  makes  us  great.     Blood  is  to  dearc 

A  price  for  glory  :  Honour  doth  appeare 

To  flatefmen  like  a  vifion  in  the  night, 

And  jugler-like  workes  oth'  deluded  fight. 

Th'  unbufied  onely  wife  :  For  no  refpecfl 

Indangers  them  to  error ;  They  affedi 

Truth  in  her  naked  beauty,  and  behold 

Man  with  an  equall  eye,  not  bright  in  gold 

Or  tall  in  title  ;  fo  much  him  they  weigh 

As  Vertue  raifeth  him  above  his  clay. 

Thus  let  us  value  things  :  And  fmce  we  find 

Time  bends  us  toward  death,  lets  in  our  mind 

Create  new  youth ;  and  arme  againfl  the  rude 

Aflaults  of  age  ;  that  no  dull  folitude 

Oth'  country  dead  our  thoughts,  nor  bufie  care 

Oth'  towne  make  us  not  thinke,  where  now  we  are 

And  whether  we  are  bound.     Time  nere  forgot 

His  journey,  though  his  fleps  we  numbred  not. 


To    C  A  S  T  A  R  A. 

What  Lovers  will  fay  wJicnJlie  and  he  a^'C 
dead. 

jWonder  when  w'are  dead,  what  men  will  f.iy  ; 
Will  not  poore  Orphan  Lovers  wecpe. 
The  parents  of  their  Loves  decay  ; 
And  envy  death  the  treafure  of  our  fleepe? 

Will  not  each  trembling  Virgin  bring  her  feares 

To  th'  holy  filcnce  of  my  Vrnc? 

And  chide  the  Marble  with  her  teares, 
Caufe  fhc  fo  foone  faith's  obfequic  mufl  mourne. 

For  had  Fate  fpar'd  but  Araphiil  (fhe'le  fay) 

He  had  the  great  example  flood. 

And  forc't  unconflant  man  obey 
The  law  of  Loves  Religion,  not  of  blood. 
(; 
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And  youth  by  female  perjury  betraid, 

Will  to  Cajlards  fhrine  deplore 

His  injuries,  and  death  obrayd, 
That  woman  lives  more  guilty,  then  before. 

For  while  thy  breathing  purified  the  ayre 

Thy  Sex  (hee'le  fay)  did  onely  move 

By  the  chafle  influence  of  a  faire, 
^^'hofe  vertue  fhin'd  in  the  bright  orbe  of  love. 

Now  woman,  like  a  Meteor  vapor'd  forth 
From  dunghills,  doth  amaze  our  eyes ; 
Not  fhining  with  a  reall  worth, 

But  fubtile  her  blacke  errors  to  difguife. 

Thus  will  they  talke,  Cajlara,  while  our  duff. 

In  one  darke  vault  fliall  mingled  be. 

The  world  will  fall  a  prey  to  lufl, 
When  Love  is  dead,  which  hath  one  fate  with  me. 

To  his  Mufe. 

Ere  Virgin  fix  thy  pillars,  and  command 
They  facred  may  to  after  ages  fland 
In  witnefiTe  of  loves  triumph.     Yet  will  we 
Cajlara,  find  new  worlds  in  Poetry, 
And  conquer  them.     Not  dully  following  thofe 
Tame  lovers,  who  dare  cloth  their  thoughts  in  profc. 
But  we  will  henceforth  more  Religious  prove, 
Concealing  the  high  mj'ileries  of  love 
From  the  prophane.     Harmonious  like  the  fpheares. 
Our  foules  fliall  move,  not  reacht  by  humane  eares. 
That  Aluficke  to  the  Angels,  this  to  fame, 
I  here  commit.     That  when  their  holy  flame, 
True  lovers  to  pure  beauties  would  rehearfe, 
They  may  invoke  the  Gaiius  of  my  vcrfe. 


Fi  NIS. 


I 


A  Friend. 

iS  a  ma 71.  For  the  free  and  open  dif- 
an' cry  of  thoughts  to  woman  ca?i  not 
pajfe  without  an  over  licentious 
familiarity,  or  a  juflly  occafioiid 
fiifpitio7i;  afid  fricndfliip  can  nei- 
ther fland  with  vice  or  infamie. 
He  is  vertuous,  for  love  begot  in  fin  is  a  mifJiapen  mon- 
fler,  and  fcldome  out-lives  his  birth.  He  is  noble,  and 
inherits  the  vertues  of  all  his  progefiitors ;  though  hap- 
pily unskilfull  to  blazon  his  patertiall  coate;  So  little 
fliould  nobility  ferve  for  flory,  but  what  it  encourageth 
to  anion.  He  is  fo  valiant,  fare  could  na'er  be  listned 
to,  when  file  whifper'd  danger;  and  yet  fights  not,  unleffe 
religion  confirmes  the  quarrell  la7ifull.  He  fubmits  his 
aclions  to  the  govertwient  of  va-tue,  not  to  the  wilde 
decrees  of  popular  opinion ;  and  when  his  confcienee  is 
fully  fatisfied,  he  cares  not  how  miflake  and  ignorance 
interpret  him.  He  hath  fo  much  fortitude  he  can  forgive 
an  injur ie;  and  when  he  hath  ovcrthrowne  his  oppofcr, 
not  infult  upon  his  weakeneffe.  He  is  an  abfolute 
governor ;  no  deflroyer  of  his  paffions,  which  he  imployes 
to  the  noble  increafe  of  vertue.  He  is  7iiife,  for  who 
hopes  to  reape  a  harvefl  from  the  fands,  may  expeH  the 
perf-n  offices  of  friendfliip  from  a  foole.  He  hath  by  a 
liber  all  education  becne  fojtncd  to  civility  ;  for  that  rugged 
honefly  fome  rude  men  pofeffe,  is  an  indigefled  Chaos ; 
which  may  containe  the  f cedes  of  goodncffe,  but  it  wants 
forme  and  order. 


He  is  nofiatterer;  but  7ahen  hefindes  his  friend  any 
way  i7nperfe6l,  he  freely  but  gently  i?for?nes  him  ;  nor 
yet  fJiall  fome  few  errors  cancell  the  bond  of  friendfhip  ; 
becaufe  he  remembers  no  endeavours  can  raife  man  above 
his  frailety.  He  is  as  flow  to  enter  into  that  title,  as  he 
is  toforfake  it;  a  fnofiflrous  vice  mufl  difobliege,  becaufe 
an  extraordinary  vertue  did  frfl  unite;  arid  when  he 
parts,  he  doth  it  without  a  duell.  He  is  neither  effemi- 
nate, nor  a  common  courtier ;  the  firfl  is  fo  paffionate  a 
doatcr  upon  himfelfe,  hee  cannot  fpare  love  efiough  to  bee 
jufily  named friendfJiip  :  the  latter  hath  his  love  fo  dif 
fufive  among  the  beauties,  that  man  is  not  co7ifiderable. 
He  is  7iot  accuflomed  to  any  fordid  way  of  gaitie,  for 
who  is  any  loay  mcchatiicke,  will  fell  his  friend  upon 
more  prof  table  termes.  He  is  bou?itifull,  and  thinkes 
no  treafure  of  fortune  equall  to  the  prefervation  of  him 
he  loves ;  yet  not  fo  lavifJi,  as  to  buy  friendfJiip  and  per- 
haps afterward finde  himfelfe  overfcene  iti  the  purchafe. 
He  is  not  except ious,  for  fealoufie  proceedes  from  weake- 
neffe,  and  his  vertues  quit  him  from  fufpitions.  He 
freely  gives  advice,  but  fo  little  peremptory  is  his  opiuioji 
that  he  ingenuoufly  fubmits  it  to  a?i  abler  judgement. 
He  is  open  in  expreffion  of  his  thoughts  and  cafeth  his 
melancholy  by  inlaiging  it ;  and  no  SanHi/afy  prcfcrves 
fo  fafely,  as  he  his  friend  affliHed.  He  makes  ufe  of  no 
engines  of  his  frictidfJiip  to  extort  a  fccret;  but  if  committed 
to  his  charge,  his  heart  receives  it,  and  that  and  it  come 
both  to  light  together.  Iti  life  he  is  the  mofl  amiable 
objcfl  to  thefoule,  in  death  the  mofl  deplorable. 


I 


The    Ftmerals    of   the    Ho- 
nourable, my  befi  friend  and 
Kinfinan,  George  Talbot, 
Efquire. 

Elegie,  i. 


Were  malice  to  the  fame ;  to  weepe  alone 
And  not  enforce  an  univerfall  groane    [plaine : 
From  ruinous  man,  and  make  the  World  com- 
Yet  rie  forbid  my  griefe  to  be  prophane 
In  mention  of  thyprayfej  I'le  fpeake  but  truth 
Yet  write  more  honour  than  ere  Oiin'd  in  youth. 
I  can  relate  thy  bufineffe  here  on  earth, 
Thy  myflery  of  life,  thy  nobled  birth 
Out-Hiin'd  by  nobler  vertue  :  but  how  farre 
Th'  haft  tane  thy  journey  'bove  the  higheft  Rar, 
I  cannot  fjjcake,  nor  whether  thou  art  in 
Commiffion  with  a  Throne,  or  Cherubin. 
Paffe  on  triumj-hant  in  thy  glorious  way, 
Till  thou  liaft  reac;ht  the  jjlace  affign'd  :  we  may 
Without  (lifturbing  the  harmonious  Spheares, 
Bathe  here  below  thy  memory  in  our  teares. 
Ten  dayes  are  paft,  fmcc  a  dull  wonder  feis'd 
My  acflive  foule  :  Loud  ftormes  of  fighes  are  rais'd 
By  empty  griefes  ;  they  who  can  utter  it, 
Doe  no  vent  forth  their  forrow,  but  their  wit. 
I  ftood  like  Niobe  without  a  grone, 
Congeal'd  into  that  monumentall  ftone 
'J  hat  doth  lye  over  thee  :  I  had  no  roome 
For  witty  griefe,  fit  onely  for  tliy  tom])e. 
And  friendfliips  monument,  thus  had  1  ftood  ; 
But  that  the  flame  I  beare  thee,  wami'd  my  blood 
With  a  new  life.     lie  hke  a  funerall  fire 
But  burne  a  while  to  thee,  and  then  expire. 
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Elcgie,  2. 

\Alhot  is  dead.     Like  lightning  which  no  part 
0th'  body  touches,  but  firfl  flrikes  the  heart, 
This  word  hath  murder'd  me.    Ther's  not  in  all 
The  flocke  of  forrow,  any  charme  can  call 
Death  fooner  up.     For  mufiqu's  in  the  breath 
Of  thunder,  and  a  fweetneffe  even  ith'  death 
That  brings  with  it,  if  you  with  this  compare 
All  the  loude  noyfes,  which  torment  the  ayre. 
They  cure  (Phyfitians  foy)  the  element 
Sicke  with  dull  vapors,  and  to  banifhment 
Confine  infe6lions  ;  but  this  fatall  fhreeke, 
Without  the  leafl  redreffe,  is  utter'd  like 
The  lafl  dayes  fummons,  when  Earths  trophies  lye 
A  fcatter'd  heape,  and  time  it  felfe  mufl  dye. 
What  now  hath  life  to  boafl  of?  Can  I  have 
A  thought  leffe  darke  than  th'  hon-or  of  the  grave 
Now  thou  dofl  dwell  below?  Wer't  not  a  fault 
Paft  pardon,  to  raife  fancie  'bove  thy  vault  ? 
Hayle  Sacred  houfe  in  which  his  reliques  fleepe  ? 
Elefl  marble  give  me  leave  t'  approach  and  weepe, 
Thefe  vowes  to  thee  !  for  fince  great  Talbofs  gone 
Downe  to  thy  filence,  I  commerce  with  none 
But  thy  pale  people  :  and  in  that  confute 
Miflaking  man,  that  dead  men  are  not  mute. 
Delicious  beauty,  lend  thy  flatter'd  eare 
Accuflom'd  to  warme  whifpers,  and  thou'lt  heare 
How  their  cold  language  tels  thee,  that  thy  skin 
Is  but  a  beautious  fhrine,  in  which  black  fin 
Is  Idoliz'd  ;  thy  eyes  but  Spheares  where  lufl 
Hath  its  loofe  motion ;  and  thy  end  is  dull. 
Great  Atlas  of  the  Rate,  defcend  with  me. 
But  hither,  and  this  vault  fhall  furnifh  thee 
With  more  avifo's,  then  thy  coflly  fpyes, 
And  fliovv  how  falfe  are  all  thofe  myfleries 
Thy  Se6l  receives,  and  though  thy  pallace  fwell 
With  envied  pride,  'tis  here  that  thou  mufl  dwell.. 
Tt  will  inRruit  you,  Courtier,  that  your  Art 
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Of  outward  fmoothneffe  and  a  rugged  heart 

But  cheates  your  felf,  and  all  thofe  fubtill  \vayes 

You  treaul  to  greitneffe,  is  a  fatall  maze 

Where  you  your  felfe  fliall  loofe,  for  though  you  breath 

Vpward  to  pride,  your  center  is  beneath. 

And  'twill  thy  Rhetorick  falfe  flefh  confound ; 

Which  flatters  thy  fraile  thoughts,  no  time  can  wound 

This  unarra'd  frame.     Here  is  true  eloquence 

Will  teach  my  foule  to  triumph  over  fence, 

^Vhich  hath  its  period  in  a  grave,  and  there 

Showes  what  are  all  our  pompous  furfets  here. 

Great  Orator!  deare  Talbot\  Still,  to  thee 

May  I  an  auditor  attentive  be  : 

And  pioufly  maintaine  the  fame  commerce 

We  held  in  life !  and  if  in  my  rude  verfe 

I  to  the  world  may  thy  fzd  precepts  read : 

I  will  on  earth  interpret  for  the  dead 


Elegie,  3. 

Et  me  contemplate  thee  (faire  foule)  and  though 
I  cannot  tracke  the  way,  which  thou  didft.  goe 
'In  thy  ccxilefliall  journey;  and  my  heart 
"Expanffion  wants,  to  thinke  what  now  thou  art 
How  bright  and  wide  thy  glories  ;  ycl  I  may 
Remember  thee,  as  thou  wcrt  in  thy  clay. 
Befl  objc<ft  to  my  heart !  what  vertues  be 
Inherent  even  to  the  lead  thought  of  thee  ! 
Death  which  to  th'  vig'rous  heatc  of  youth  brings  feare 
In  its  leane  lookc ;  doth  like  a  Prince  ajjpeare, 
Now  glorious  to  my  eye,  fincc  it  poffefl. 
The  wealthy  cmjjyre  of  that  happie  chcfl 
Which  harlxjurs  thy  rich  dufl ;  for  how  can  he 
Be  thought  a  bank'rout  that  embraces  thee? 
Sad  midnight  whifpers  with  a  greedy  earc 
I  catch  from  lonely  graves,  in  hope  to  hearc 
Newes  from  the  dead,  nor  can  pale  vifions  fright 
His  eye,  who  fince  thy  death  fceles  no  delight 
In  ma.is  acijnaintance.     Mem'ry  of  tiiy  fate 
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Doth  in  me  a  fublimer  foule  create. 

And  now  my  forrovv  followes  thee,  I  tread 

The  milkie  way,  and  fee  the  fnowie  head 

Of  Ai/as  farre  below,  while  all  the  high 

Swolne  buildings  feeme  but  atomes  to  my  eye. 

I'me  heigh ten'd  by  my  ruine  ;  and  while  I 

Weepe  ore  the  vault  where  the  fad  afhes  lye. 

My  foule  with  thine  doth  hold  commerce  above ; 

Where  we  difcerne  the  flratagems,  which  Love, 

Hate,  and  ambition,  ufe,  to  cozen  man ; 

So  fraile  that  every  blafl  of  honour  can 

Swell  him  above  himfelfe,  each,  adverfe  gu(l 

Him  and  his  glories  fhiver  into  dufl. 

How  fmall  feemes  greatneffe  here  !  How  not  a  fpan 

His  empire,  who  commands  the  Ocean. 

Both  that,  which  boafls  fo  much  it's  mighty  ore 

And  th'  other,  which  with  pearle,  hath  pav'd  its'  (hore 

Nor  can  it  greater  feeme,  when  this  great  All 

For  which  men  quarrell  fo,  is  but  a  ball 

Cart,  downe  into  the  ayre  to  fport  the  flarres. 

And  all  our  generall  ruines,  mortall  warres, 

Depopulated  flates,  caus'd  by  their  fway ; 

And  mans  fo  reverend  wifedome  but  their  play. 

From  thee,  deare  Talbot,  living  I  did  learne 

The  Arts  of  life,  and  by  thy  light  difcerne 

The  truth,  which  men  difpute.     But  by  thee  dead 

I'me  taught,  upon  the  worlds  gay  pride  to  tread  : 

And  that  way  fooner  mafler  it,  than  he 

To  whom  both  th'  Indies  tributary  be. 


Elegie,  4. 

Y  name,  dear  friend,  even  thy  expiring  breath 
Did  call  upon  :  affirming  that  thy  death 
Would  woundmypoor  fad  heart.   Sadit  muftbe 
Indeed,  lofl.  to  all  thoughts  of  mirth  in  thee. 
My  Lord,  if  1  with  licence  of  your  teares, 
(Which  your  great  brother's  hearfe  as  dyamonds  weares 
T  enrich  deaths  glory)  mry  but  fpeake  my  owne  : 
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lie  prove  it,  that  no  forrow  ere  was  knowne 

Reall  as  mine.     All  other  mourners  keepe 

In  griefe  a  method :  without  forme  I  weepe. 

The  fonne  (rich  in  his  fathers  fate)  hath  eyes 

Wet  jufl  as  long  as  are  the  obfequies. 

The  widow  fonnerly  a  yeare  doth  fpend 

In  her  fo  courtly  blackes.     But  for  a  Friend 

We  weepe  an  age,  and  more  than  th'  Achorit,  have 

Our  very  thoughts  confin'd  within  a  Grave. 

Chaft  Love  who  hadft  thy  tryumph  in  my  flame 

And  thou  Cajlara  who  had  hadfl  a  name, 

But  for  this  forrow  glorious  :  Now  my  verfe 

Is  lofl.  to  you,  and  onely  on  Talbots  herfe 

Sadly  attends.     And  till  times  flitall  hand 

Ruines,  what's  left  of  Churches,  there  fhall  {land. 

There  to  thy  felfe,  deare  Talbot,  He  repeate 

Thy  owne  brave  llory  ;  tell  thy  felfe  how  great 

Thou  wert  in  thy  mindes  f^mpire,  and  how  all 

Who  out-live  thee,  fee  but  the  Funerall 

Of  glory  :  and  if  yet  fome  vertuous  be. 

They  but  weake  apparitions  are  of  thee. 

So  fetled  were  thy  thoughts,  each  action  fo 

Difcreetely  ordered,  that  nor  ebbe  nor  flow 

Was  ere  jjcrceiv'd  in  thee :  each  word  mature 

And  every  fceane  of  life  from  fmne  fo  pure 

'Ihat  fcarce  in  its  whole  hiflory,  we  can 

Findc  vice  enough,  to  fay  thou  wert  but  man. 

Horror  to  fay  thou  wert !     CurfL  that  we  mufl 

Addrefle  our  language  to  a  little  dufl, 

And  feeke  for  Talbot  there.      Injurious  fate. 

To  lay  my  lifes  ambition  defolate. 

Yet  thus  much  comfort  have  I,  that  I  know, 

Not  how  it  tan  give  fuch  another  blow. 


Elegie,  5. 

H.-ifl  as  the  Nuns  firfl  vow,  as  fairely  bright 
As  when  by  death  her  Soule  fliines  in  full  light 
I  reed  from  th'  l'xlij)fe  of  earth,  each  word  thai 
From  thee  (deare  7<?/^W)(lidbegeiaflame  [rnnit. 
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T  enkindle  vcrtiic  :  which  fo  faire  by  thee 

Became,  man,  that  bUnd  mole,  her  face  did  fee. 

But  now  t'our  eye  file's  lofl,  and  if  fhe  dwell 

Yet  on  the  earth ;  flie  's  cofFin'd  in  the  cell 

Of  fome  cold  Hermit ;  who  fo  keepes  her  there, 

As  if  of  her  the  old  man  jealous  were. 

Nor  ever  fhowes  her  beauty,  but  to  fome 

Carthiifuin,  who  even  by  his  vow,  is  dumbe  ! 

So  'mid  the  yce  of  the  farre  Northern  fea, 

A  flarre  about  the  Articke  Circle,  may 

Then  ours  yeeld  clearer  light ;  yet  that  but  fliall 

Serve  at  the  frozen  Pilots  funerall. 

Thou  (brighteft  conllellation)  to  this  maine 

Which  all  we  finners  trafifique  on,  didfl  daigne 

The  bounty  of  thy  fire,  which  with  fo  cleare 

And  conflant  beames  did  our  frayle  veffels  fleare. 

That  fafely  we,  what  florme  fo  ere  bore  fway, 

Part,  ore  the  rugged  Alpes  of  th'  angry  Sea. 

But  now  we  fayle  at  randome.     Every  rocke 

The  folly  doth  of  our  ambition  mocke 

And  fplits  our  hopes :  To  every  Sirens  breath 

We  lillen  and  even  court  the  face  of  death, 

If  painted  ore  by  pleafure  :  Every  wave 

Ift  hath  delight  w'  embrace  though  't  prove  a  grave  : 

So  ruinous  is  the  defect  of  thee, 

To  th'  undone  world  in  gen'rall.     But  to  me 

Who  liv'd  one  life  with  thine,  drew  but  one  breath, 

PoffeR  with  th'  fame  mind  and  thoughts,  'twas  death. 

And  now  by  fate  :  I  but  my  felfe  furvive. 

To  keepe  his  mem'ry,  and  my  griefes  alive. 

Where  fliall  I  then  begin  to  wecpe  ?     No  grove 

Silent  and  darke,  but  is  prophan'd  by  Love : 

With  his  warme  whifpers,  and  faint  idle  feares. 

His  bufie  hopes,  loud  fighes,  and  caufeleffe  teares 

Each  eare  is  fo  enchanted ;  that  no  breath 

Is  lifmed  to,  which  mockes  report  of  death. 

I'le  tume  my  griefe  then  inward  and  deplore 

My  mine  to  my  lelfe,  repeating  ore 

The  ft.ory  of  his  vertues ;  untill  I 

Not  write,  but  am  my  felte  his  Elegie. 
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Elegie,  6. 

iJOe  (lop  the  fwift-wing'd  moments  in  their  flight 
To  their  yet  unknowne  coafl,  goe  hinder  night 
From  its  approach  on  day,  and  force  day  rife 
From  the  faireEafl  of  fomebrightbeauties  eyes: 
Elfe  vaunt  not  the  proud  miracle  of  vcrfe. 
It  hath  no  powre.     For  mine  from  his  blacke  herfe 
Redeemes  not  Talbot,  who  cold  as  the  breath 
Of  winter,  coffin'd  lyes  ;  filcnt  as  death, 
Stealing  on  th'  Anch'rit,  who  even  wants  an  eare 
To  breath  into  his  foft  expiring  prayer. 
For  had  thy  life  beene  by  thy  vertues  fpun 
Out  to  a  length,  thou  hadfl  out-liv'd  the  Sunne 
And  clos'd  the  worlds  great  eye  :  or  were  not  all 
Our  wonders  fiction,  from  thy  funerall 
Thou  hadfl  received  new  life,  and  liv'd  to  be 
The  conqueror  o're  death,  infpir'd  by  me. 
But  all  we  Poets  glory  in.  is  vaine 
And  empty  triumph  :  Art  cannot  regaine 
One  poore  houre  lofl,  nor  reskevv  a  fmall  flye 
By  a  fooles  finger  deflinate  to  dye. 
Live  then  in  thy  true  life  (great  foulc)  for  fet 
At  liberty  by  death  thou  owefl  no  debt 
T'  exacting  Nature :   Live,  freed  from  the  fpurt 
Of  time  and  fortune  in  yand'  (larry  court 
A  glorious  Potentate,  while  we  below 
But  fafliion  wayes  to  mitigate  our  woe. 
We  follow  campes,  and  to  our  hopes  propofe 
Th'  infulting  victor;  not  remembring  thofe 
Difmembred  trimkes  who  gave  him  vidlory 
V>y  a  loath'd  fate  :  We  covetous  Merchants  be 
And  to  our  aymes  pretend  treafure  and  fway, 
Forgetful!  of  the  treafons  of  the  Sea. 
The  fliootings  of  a  wounfled  confcience 
We  patiently  fuflaine  to  fervc  our  fence 
With  a  fliort  pleafure;  So  we  empire  gainc 
And  nile  the  fate  of  bufincffe,  the  fad  paine 
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Of  acflion  we  contemne,  and  the  affright 
Which  with  pale  vifions  Hill  attends  our  night. 
Our  joyes  falfe  apparitions,  but  our  feares 
Are  certaine  prophecies.     And  till  our  eares 
Reach  that  c;^lefliall  mufique,  which  thine  now 
So  cheerefully  receive,  we  mud  allow 
No  comfort  to  our  griefes  :  from  which  to  be 
Exempted,  is  in  death  to  follow  thee. 

Elegie,  7. 

Here  is  no  peace  in  finne.     Eternal!  war 
Doth  rage  'mong  vices.     But  all  vertues  are 
Friends  'mong  themfelves,  and  choifefl  accents 
Harfh  Eccho's  of  their  heavenly  harmonie.  [be 
While  thou  didfl  live  we  did  that  union  finde 
In  the  fo  faire  republick  of  thy  mind, 
Where  difcord  never  fwel'd.     And  as  we  dare 
Affirme  thofe  goodly  flru6lures,  temples  are 
Where  well-tun'd  quires  flrike  zeale  into  the  eare : 
The  mufique  of  thy  foule  made  us  fay,  there 
God  had  his  Altars ;  every  breath  a  fpice 
And  each  religious  atl  a  facrifice. 
But  death  hath  that  demoliflit.     All  our  eye 
Of  thee  now  fees  doth  like  a  Cittie  lye 
Raz'd  by  the  cannon.     Where  is  then  that  flame 
That  added  warmth  and  beauty  to  thy  frame  ? 
Fled  heaven-ward  to  repaire,  with  its  pure  fire 
The  loffes  of  fome  maim'd  Seraphick  quire  ? 
Or  hovers  it  beneath,  the  world  t'  uphold 
From  generall  mine,  and  expell  that  cold 
Dull  humor  weakens  it  ?     ]f  fo  it  be  ; 
My  forrow  yet  mufl  prayfe  fates  charity. 
But  thy  example  (if  kinde  heaven  had  daignc\ 
Frailty  that  favour)  had  mankind  regaind 
To  his  firfl  purity.     F'or  that  the  wit 
Of  vice,  might  not  except  'gainll  th'  Ancherit 
As  too  to  flrickt  \  thou  didft  uncloyfler'd  live  : 
Teaching  the  foule  by  what  prefervative, 
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She  may  from  fmnes  contagion  live  fecure, 

Though  all  the  ajTe  (he  fuckt  in,  were  impure. 

In  this  darke  mill  of  error  with  a  cleare 

Vnfpotted  light,  thy  vertue  did  appeare 

T'  obrayd  corrupted  man.     How  could  the  rage 

Of  untam'd  lufl  have  fcorcht  decrejjit  age ; 

Had  it  feene  thy  chad  youth  ?     Who  could  the  wealth 

Of  time  have  fpent  in  ryot,  or  his  health 

By  furfeits  forfeited  ;  if  he  had  feene 

What  temperance  had  in  thy  dyet  beene  ? 

What  glorious  foole  had  vaunted  honours  bought 

By  gold  or  practife,  or  by  rapin  brought 

From  his  fore-fathers,  had  he  underflood 

How  Talbot  valued  not  his  owne  great  blood  ! 

Had  Politicians  feene  him  fcorning  more 

The  unfafe  pompe  of  greatneffe,  then  the  poore 

Thatcht  roofes  of  fhepheards,  where  th'  unruly  wind 

(A  gentler  (lorme  than  pride)  uncheckt  doth  find 

Still  free  admittance  :  their  pale  labors  had 

Beene  to  be  good,  not  to  be  great  and  bad. 

But  he  is  lofl  in  a  blind  vault,  and  we 

Mud  not  admire  though  fumes  now  frequent  be 

And  uncontrol'd :  Since  thofe  faire  tal)lcs  where 

The  Law  was  writ  by  death  now  broken  are, 

By  death  exlinguifht  is  that  Star,  whofe  light 

Did  fhine  fo  faithfull  :  that  each  fliip  fayl'd  right 

Which  fleer'd  by  that.     Nor  marvell  then  if  we, 

(That  failing)  lofl.  in  this  worlds  tempcfl  be. 

liut  to  what  Orbe  fo  ere  thou  dofl  retyre, 

Far  from  our  ken  :  tis  blefl.,  while  by  thy  fire 

Enlighten'd.     And  fmce  thou  muft  never  here 

Be  feene  againc  :  may  I  ore-take  thee  there. 


fJcgic,  8. 

'  )afl  not  the  rev'rir.d  V'ati<  an,  nor  all 
I'lic  cunning  I'ompe  of  the  Kfcuriall.       [room 
,  Though  there  both  th'  Indies  met  in  each  fmal 
Th'  are  fliort  in  treafurc  of  this  precious  tombe. 


Here  is  th'  Epitome  of  wealth,  this  ched 
Is  Natures  chiefe  Exchequer,  hence  the  Eaft 
When  it  is  purified  by  th'  general!  tire 
Shall  fee  thefe  now  pale  afhes  fparkle  higher 
Then  all  the  gems  flie  vants  :  tranfcending  far 
In  fragrant  luflre  the  bright  morning  flar. 
Tis  true,  they  now  feeme  darke.     But  rather  we 
Have  by  a  catara6l  lofL  fight,  then  he 
Though  dead  his  glory.     So  to  us  blacke  night 
Brings  darkeneffe,  when  the  Sun  retaines  his  light. 
Thou  eclips'd  dufl !     Expe6ling  breake  of  day 
From  the  thicke  mifls  about  thy  Tombe,  I'le  pay 
Like  the  jufl  Larke,  the  tribute  of  my  verfe 
I  will  invite  thee,  from  thy  envious  herfe 
To  rife,  and  'bout  the  World  thy  beames  to  fpread, 
That  we  may  fee,  there's  brightneffe  in  the  dead. 
My  zeale  deludes  me  not.     What  perfumes  come 
From  th'  happy  vault  ?     In  her  fweete  martyrdome 
The  nard  breathes  never  fo,  nor  fo  the  rofe 
When  the  enamor'd  Spring  by  kifling  blowes 
Soft  blufhes  on  her  cheeke,  nor  th'  early  Eafl 
Vying  with  Paradice,  ith'  Phanix  nefl. 
Thefe  gentle  perfumes  uflier  in  the  day 
Which  from  the  night  of  his  difcolour'd  clay 
Breakes  on  the  fudden :  for  a  Soule  fo  bright 
Of  force  mufl  to  her  earth  contribute  light. 
But  if  w'  are  fo  far  blind,  we  cannot  fee 
The  wonder  of  this  truth  ;  yet  let  us  be 
Not  infidels  :  nor  like  dull  Atheifls  give 
Our  felves  fo  long  to  luR,  till  we  believe 
(T'  allay  the  griefe  of  finne)  that  we  fliall  fall 
To  a  loath'd  nothing  in  our  Funerall. 

The  bad  mans  death  is  horror.     But  the  jufl 
Kccpe  fomething  of  his  glory  in  his  dufl. 
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A  Holy  Man 

^S  oncly  Happie.  For  infelicity  and  fume 
7oere  borne  twinnes ;  Or  rather  like 
foine  prodigie  with  two  bodies,  both 
draia  and  expire  the  fame  breath. 
Catholique  faith  is  the  foundation 
on  which  he  erefts  Religion;  know- 
ing it  a  ruinous  madneffe  to  build  in  the  ayre  of 
a  private  fpirit,  or  on  the  fands  of  any  neiv  fchifme. 
His  impictic  is  not  fo  bold  to  bring  divinity  downe 
to  the  miflake  of  reafon,  or  to  deny  thofe  mifleries  his 
appreheiifcon  reacheth  not.  His  obedience  moves  flill  by 
direHion  of  the  Magiflrate :  And  Jhould  confcience  in- 
forme  hint  that  the  convnand  is  unjust ;  he  judgeth  it 
nevertheleffe  high  treafoii  by  rebellion  to  make  good  his 
tenets ;  as  it  were  the  bafefl  cowardize,  by  difsi?nulation 
of  religion,  to  preferve  temporall  respeHs.  Hee  knowes 
humane pollicie  but  a  crooked  rule  of  action  :  and  there- 
fore by  a  diflrust  of  his  owne  knowledge  attaines  it : 
Confowiding  with  fupernaturall  illumination,  the 
opinionated  judgment  of  the  7vife.  In  prosperity  he 
gratefully  admires  the  bounty  of  the  Almighty  giver,  and 
ufeth,  not  abufeth  pleiity :  But  in  adverfity  hee  remaines 
tinfliaken,  and  like  fome  eminent  mountaine  hath  his 
head  above  the  clouds.  For  his  happineffe  is  not  meteor- 
like exhaled  from  the  vapors  of  this  7vorld ;  but  fJiines  a 
fixt  flarre,  which  7ohen  by  misfortune  it  appear es  to  fall, 


onely  cajls  a7vay  the  Jlimie  7natttr.  Poverty  he  neither 
feares  nor  covets,  but  cheerefully  entcrtaines ;  imagining 
it  the  fire  which  tries  vertiic  :  Nor  hozv  tyrannically  fo- 
ever  it  ufurpe  on  him,  doth  he  pay  to  it  afigh  or  zvrificklc  : 
for  he  who  fuffcrs  want  without  rehiHancie,  may  be 
poore  not  miferable.  He  fees  the  covetous  prosper  by 
ufury,  yet  waxeth  not  leane  with  envie :  and  when  the 
profleritie  of  the  impious  fiourijii,  he  qucfiiones  not  the 
divine  justice  ;  for  temporall  re'ioards  difiifiguifli  not  ez>er 
*he  merits  of  tnefi :  and  who  hath  beetle  of  councel  with 
tJie  yEternall  ?  Fame  he  weighes  not,  but  efleemes  a 
fmoake,  yetfuch  as  carries  with  it  the  fiuectefi  odour,  and 
rifeth  ufually  from  the  Sacrifice  of  our  bcfi  aHions. 
Pride  he  difdaines,  when  he  findcs  it  fwelling  in  him- 
fclfe;  but  eafily  forgiveth  it  in  ajiother:  Nor  can  any  ma?is 
error  in  life,  tnake  him  finne  in  ccnfure,  fuice  fcldome  the 
folly  we  condemne  is  fo  culpable  as  the  fever ity  of  our 
judgement.  He  doth  Jiot  malice  the  over-fpreadiug growth 
of  his  equalls  :  but  pitties,  not  defpifeth  the  fall  of  any 
man :  Efieeming  yet  no  fiorme  of  fortune  dangerous, 
but  what  is  raisd  through  our  owne  demerit.  When  he 
lookes  on  others  vices,  he  values  not  himfelfe  vertuous  by 
comparifon,  but  examines  his  owne  defcHs,  and  findes 
matter  enough  at  home  for  ?rprehenfion  :  In  convcrfatio?i 
his  carriage  is  neither  plaufible  to  fiat t cry,  nor  rcfcrv\ito 
rigor  :  but  fo  dcmcanes  himfelfe  as  created  for  focictic. 
In  foUtude  he  rcmiinhers  his  better  part  is  Angelicall ; 
and  therefore  his  mimic  prafli ft h  thcbcfl  difcourfe  with- 
out affifiance  of  infcriour  Organs.  Lufi  is  the  Bafiliske 
heflyes,  a  Serpent  of  the  mofi  defiroying  venomc :  for  it 
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blajls  al  plants  with  the  breath,  and  carries  the  mojl 
murdering  Artillery  in  the  eye:  He  is  ever  merry  but 
Jlill  modcjl.  Not  diffolved  into  undecent  laughter,  or 
trickled  with  wit  fcurrilous  or  injurious.  He  cunningly 
fearcheth  ifito  the  vertues  of  others,  atid  liberally  covi- 
mends  them :  but  buries  the  vices  of  the  impcrfc^l  in  a 
charitable  fllence,  whofe  mafmers  he  reformes  not  by  in- 
veHives  but  exainple :  In  prayer  he  is  frequent  not 
apparent :  yet  as  he  labours  not  the  opinion,  fo  he  feares 
not  the  fcaiidall  of  being  thought  good.  He  every  day 
iravailes  his  meditations  up  to  heaven,  afid  nez'er  findes 
himfelf  wearied  with  the  journey:  but  when  the 
neceffdies  of  nature  returne  him  downe  to  earth,  he 
efleemes  it  a  place,  hee  is  condemned  to.  Devotion  is  his 
Miflreffe  on  which  he  is  pafsionately  etiamord :  for  that 
he  hath  found  the  mofl  Soveraigne  antidote  agali'l  nfl  finne, 
and  the  on  ley  balfome  powerfull  to  cure  thofe  wounds  hee 
hath  reccav'd  through  frailety.  To  live  he  knowes  a 
benefit,  and  the  coritcmpt  of  it  ingratitude,  and  therefore 
loves,  but  not  doates  on  life.  Death  how  deformed  foever 
an  afpefl  it  weaves,  he  is  not  frighted  with :  fince  it 
not  annihilates,  but  tmcloudes  the  foule.  He  therefore 
flands  every  movement  prepared  to  dye:  and  though 
he  freely  yeelds  up  himfelf,  when  age  ur  fuknejfe  fommon 
him;  yet  he  with  more  alacritie pids  off  his  earth,  when 
the  profefsion  of  faith  crowjies  him  a  martyr. 
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Domine  labia  inea  aperies     DAVID, 

Oe  monument  of  me  remaine, 

My  mem'orie  rufl 
In  the  fame  marble  with  my  dufl : 
Ere  I  the  fpreadingR  Laurell  gaine, 
By  wTiting  wanton  or  profane. 

Ye  glorious  wonders  of  the  skies, 

Shine  flill  bright  ftarres, 
Th'  Almighties  myftick  Characters  ! 
He  not  your  beautious  lights  furprife 
T'  illuminate  a  womans  eyes. 

Nor  to  perfume  her  veins,  will  I 

In  each  one  fet 
The  purple  of  the  violet. 
The  untoucht  flowre  may  grow  and  dye 
Safe  from  my  fancies  injurie. 

Open  my  lippes,  great  God  !  and  then 

He  foare  above 
The  humble  flight  of  carnall  love. 
Vpward  to  thee  He  force  my  pen, 
And  trace  no  path  of  vulgar  men. 

For  what  can  our  unbounded  foules 

Worthy  to  be 
Their  object  fmde,  excepting  thee? 
Where  can  I  fixe  ?  fmcc  time  controulcs 
Our  pride,  whofc  motion  all  things  roules. 

Should  I  my  felfc  ingratiate 

T'  a  Princes  fmile  ; 
How  foone  may  death  my  hopes  beguile  r 
And  fliould  I  farme  the  proudefl.  flate, 
I'me  Tennant  to  uncertainc  fate. 

If  I  court  gold  ;  will  it  not  ru(l  ? 

And  if  my  love 
Toward  a  female  beauty  move  j 
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How  will  that  furfet  of  our  luft 
Diflafl  us,  when  refolv'd  to  dufl? 

But  thou  ^ternall  banquet !  where 

For  ever  we 
May  feede  without  fatietie  ! 
Who  harmonie  art  to  the  eare, 
Who  art,  while  all  things  elfe  appeare  ! 

While  up  to  thee  1  fhoote  my  flame 

Thou  dofl  difpence 
A  holy  death,  that  murders  fence, 
And  makes  me  fcorne  all  pompcs,  that  ayme 
All  other  triumphs  than  thy  name. 

It  crownes  me  with  a  vi6tory 

So  heavenly,  all 
That's  earth  from  me  away  doth  fall. 
And  I,  from  my  corruption  free. 
Grow  in  my  vowes  even  part  of  thee. 

Vcrfa  cjl  in  luHum  cytJiara  mca.     I  O  B. 

[lOve  !  I  no  orgies  fmg 

jWhereby  thy  mercies  to  invoke: 

[Nor  from  the  Eafl  rich  perfumes  bring 

'  To  cloude  the  Altars  with  thy  precious  fmoake. 

Nor  while  I  did  frequent 
Thofe  fanes  by  lovers  rais'd  to  thee ; 
Did  I  loole  heathenifli  rites  invent. 
To  force  a  blufh  from  injur'd  Chaflitie. 

Religious  was  the  charme 
I  ufed  affe6lion  to  intice  : 
And  thought  none  burnt  more  bright  or  warme, 
Yet  chafle  as  winter  was  the  Sacrifice. 

But  now  I  thee  bequeath 
To  the  foft  filken  youths  at  Court : 
Who  may  their  witty  paffions  breath, 
To  raife  their  Millreffe  fmile,  or  make  her  fport. 
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They'le  fmooth  thee  into  rime, 
Such  as  fhall  catch  the  wanton  care : 
And  win  opinion  with  the  time, 
To  make  them  a  high  fayle  of  honour  beare. 

And  may  a  powerfull  fmile 
CheriOi  their  flatteries  of  wit ! 
While  I  my  Hfe  of  fame  beguile 
And  under  my  owne  vine  uncourted  lit. 

For  I  have  feene  the  Pine 
Famed  for  its  travels  ore  the  Sea : 
Broken  with  ftormes  and  age  decline, 
And  in  fome  creeke  unpittied  rot  away. 

I  have  feene  Cxdars  fall, 
And  in  their  roome  a  Mufhrome  grow  : 
I  have  feene  Comets,  threatning  all, 
Vanifh  themfelves  :  I  have  feene  Princes  fo. 

Vaine  triviall  dufl !  weake  man  1 
Where  is  that  vertue  of  thy  breath, 
That  others  fave  or  ruine  can, 
\Vhen  thou  thy  felfe  art  cal'd  t'account  by  death  ? 

When  I  confider  thee 
The  fcorne  of  Time,  and  fport  of  fate  : 
How  can  I  tumc  to  jollitie 
My  ill-ftrung  Harpc,  and  court  the  delicate  ? 

How  can  1  but  difdaine 
The  emptie  fallacies  of  mirth  ; 
And  in  my  midnight  thoughts  retaine, 
How  high  fo  ere  1  fpread,  my  root's  in  earth? 

Fond  youth  !  too  long  I  playd 
The  wanton  with  a  falfe  dcHght. 
Which  when  I  toucht,  1  found  :.  fliade 
That  onely  wrouglit  on  th'  error  of  my  fight. 

Then  fince  pride  doth  betray 
The  foule  l<>>  ikitter'd  ignorance  : 
I  from  the  World  will  lleale  away 
And  by  humilily  my  thoughts  advance. 
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Pcrdam  Sapientiam  Sapientwn 

To  the  Right  Honorable  the  Lord  Wind/or. 

My  Lord, 

Orgive  my  envie  to  the  AVorld  ;  while  I 
Commend  thofefober  thoughts,  pcrfwade  you  fly 
The  glorious  troubles  of  the  Court.     For  though 
The  vale  lyes  open  to  each  overflow, 
And  in  the  humble  fliade  we  gather  ill 
And  aguifli  ayres  :  yet  lightnings  oftner  kill 
0th'  naked  heights  of  mountaines,  whereon  we 
May  have  more  profpeft,  not  fecuritie. 
For  when  with  loffe  of  breath,  we  have  orecome 
Some  fleepe  afcent  of  power,  and  forc'd  a  roorne 
On  the  fo  envi'd  hill ;  how  doe  our  hearts 
Pant  with  the  labour,  and  how  many  arts 
More  fubtle  mufl.  we  pradlife,  to  defend 
Our  pride  from  Aiding,  then  we  did  t'  afcend  ? 
How  doth  fucceffe  delude  the  myfleries 
And  all  th'  involv'd  defignements  of  the  wife? 
How  doth  that  Power,  our  Pollitickes  call  chance, 
Racke  them  till  they  confeffe  the  ignorance 
Of  humane  wit  ?     Which,  when  'tis  fortified 
So  flrong  with  reafon  that  it  doth  deride 
All  adverfe  force  oth'  fudden  findes  its  head 
Intangled  in  a  fpiders  flender  thread. 
Coelefliall  Providence  !     How  thou  doft.  mocke 
The  boafl  of  earthly  wifdome  ?     On  fome  rocke 
When  man  hath  a  ftrudlure,  with  fuch  art, 
It  doth  difdaine  to  tremble  at  the  dart 
Of  thunder,  or  to  fhrinke  oppos'd  by  all 
The  angry  winds,  it  of  it  felfe  doth  fall, 
Ev'n  in  a  calme  fo  gentle  that  no  ayre 
Breaths  loude  enough  to  flirre  a  Virgins  haire  ! 
But  mifery  of  judgement :  Though  pafl  time 
Inftrucl  us  by  th'  ill  fortune  of  their  crimes, 
And  fhew  us  how  we  may  fecure  our  ilate 
From  pittied  ruine,  by  anothers  fate ; 
Vet  we  contemning  all  fuch  lad  advice, 


119 

Purfue  to  build  though  on  a  precipice. 

But  you  (my  Lord)  prevented  by  forefight 
To  engage  your  felfe  to  fuch  an  unfofe  height, 
And  in  your  felfe  both  great  and  rich  enough 
Refufed  t'expofe  your  veflell  to  the  rough 
Vncertaine  fea  of  bufinefle :  whence  even  they 
Who  make  the  bell  return e,  are  forc't  to  fay: 
The  wealth  we  by  our  worldly  traffique  gaine, 
Weighes  light  if  ballanc'd  with  the  feare  or  paine. 

Paticitatem  dicruvi  mcoriim  mmcia  iniJii.   DAVID. 


Ell  me  O  great  All  knowing  God ! 

What  period 
Had  thou  unto  my  dayes  affign'd? 
Like  fome  old  leafeleffe  tree,  fliall  I 
Wither  away :  or  violently 
Fall  by  the  axe,  by  lightning,  or  the  Wind  ? 

Heere,  where  I  fird  drew  vitall  breath 

Shall  I  meete  death  ? 
And  finde  in  the  fame  vault  a  roome 
Where  my  fore-fathers  adies  fleepe  ? 
Or  fhall  I  dye,  where  none  fhall  weepe 
My  timeleffe  fate,  and  my  cold  earth  intombe  ? 

Shall  I  'gainft  the  fwift  Parthians  fight 

And  in  their  flight 
Receive  my  deatli?     Or  fliall  I  fee 
That  envied  peace,  in  whicli  we  are 
Triumphant  yet,  diflurb'd  by  warre ; 
And  perifli  by  th'  invading  eneniie? 

Aftrologers,  who  calculate 

Vncertaine  fate 
Affirme  my  fchemc  doth  not  prefage 
Any  abridgement  of  my  dayes  : 
And  the  I'hifitian  gravely  faycs, 
I  may  enjoy  a  reverent  length  of  age. 

But  they  arc  jugglers,  and  by  flight 

Of  art  the  fight 
Of  faith  delufic  :  and  in  their  fchoole 
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They  onely  pra6life  hofv  to  make 

A  miflery  of  each  miflakc, 

And  teach  flrange  words,  credulity  to  foole. 

For  thou  who  firft  didfl  motion  give, 

Whereby  things  Hve 
And  Time  hath  being  !  to  conceale 
Future  events  didfl  thinke  it  fit 
To  checke  th'  ambition  of  our  wit, 
And  kecpe  in  awe  the  curious  fearch  of  zeale. 

Therefore  fo  I  prepar'd  flill  be. 

My  God  for  thee  : 
0th'  fudden  on  my  fpirits  may 
Some  kilhng  Apoplexie  feize, 
Or  let  me  by  a  dull  difeafe 
Or  weakened  by  a  feeble  age  decay. 

And  fo  I  in  thy  favour  dye, 

No  memorie 
For  me  a  well-wrought  tombe  prepare. 
For  if  my  foule  be  'mong  the  blefl 
Though  my  poore  afhes  want  a  chefl, 
I  fhall  forgive  the  trcfpaffe  of  my  heire. 

Nan  nobis  Domine.     DAVID. 


O  marble  flatue,  nor  high 
Afpiring  Piramia  be  rays'd 
JTo  lofe  its  head  within  the  skie  ! 
What  claime  have  I  to  memory  ? 
God  be  thou  onely  prais'd  ! 

Thou  in  a  moment  canrt.  defeate 
The  mighty  conqueRs  of  the  proude, 
And  blafl  the  laurels  of  the  great. 
Thou  canfl  make  brighted  glorie  let 
0th'  fudden  in  a  cloude. 

How  can  the  feeble  workes  of  Art 
Hold  out  'gainfl  the  affault  of  flormes  ? 
Or  how  can  braffe  to  him  impart 
Sence  of  furviving  fame,  whofe  heart 
Is  now  refolv'd  to  wormes  ? 
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Blinde  folly  of  triumphing  pride  ! 
iEternitie  why  buildfl  thou  here  ? 
Dod  thou  not  fee  the  highefl  tide 
Its  humbled  flreame  in  th'  Ocean  hide. 
And  nere  the  fame  appeare  ? 

That  tide  which  did  its  banckes  ore-flow. 
As  fent  abroad  by  the  angry  fea 
To  level!  vaftefl  buildings  low, 
And  all  our  Trophies  overthrow; 
Ebbes  like  a  theefe  away. 

And  thou  who  to  preferve  thy  name 
Leav'fl.  flatues  in  fome  conquer'd  land ! 
How  will  pofterity  fcome  fame, 
When  th'  Idoll  (hall  receive  a  maime, 
And  loofe  a  foote  or  hand  ? 

How  wilt  thou  hate  thy  warres,  when  he 
Who  onely  for  his  hire  did  raife 
Thy  counterfet  in  flone ;  with  thee 
Shall  (land  Competitor  :  and  be 

Perhapes  thought  worthier  praife? 

No  Laurell  wreath  about  my  brow  ! 
To  thee,  my  God,  all  praife,  whofc  law 
The  conquer'd  doth  and  conqueror  bow ! 
For  both  diffolvc  to  ayrc,  if  thou 

Thy  influence  but  withdraw. 

Solum  mi/ii  fuperejl  fcpulc/innn.     I  O  B. 

^I'Jcomc  thou  fife  retreate  ! 

Where  th'  injured  man  may  fortifie 


>J|  (laind  the  invafions  of  the  great 

Where  the  leane  flave,  who  th'  Oare  dolh  plye, 
Soft  as  his  Admiral!  may  lye. 

Great  Statid  !  tis  your  doome 
Though  your  defignes  ("well  high,  and  wide 
To  be  contra6led  in  a  toml^e  ! 
And  all  your  hapjjie  cares  provide 
But  for  your  hcire  authorized  pride. 


Nor  fliall  your  fliade  delight 
Ith'  pompe  of  your  proud  obfequies. 
And  fhould  the  prefent  flatterie  write 
A  glorious  Epitaph,  the  wife 
Will  fay,  The  Poets  wit  here  lyes. 

How  reconcil'd  to  fate 
Will  grow  the  aged  Villager, 
When  he  fliall  fee  your  funerall  flate  ? 
Since  death  will  him  as  warme  inter 
As  you  in  your  gay  fepulcher. 

The  great  decree  of  God 
Makes  every  path  of  mortals  lead 
To  this  darke  common  period. 
For  what  by  wayes  fo  ere  we  tread. 
We  end  our  journey  'mong  the  dead. 

Even  I,  while  humble  zeale 
Makes  fancie  a  fad  truth  indite, 
Infenfible  a  way  doe  fleale  : 
And  when  I'me  lofl  in  deaths  cold  night, 
Who  will  remember,  now  I  write  ? 

Et  fugit  vclut  tuiibra.     I  O  B. 
To  the  Right  Honourable  the  Lord  Kintyre. 

My  Lord 

Hat  fliadow  your  faire  body  made 

So  full  of  fport  it  Rill  the  mimick  playde 

Ev'n  as  you  mov'd  and  look'd  but  yeflerday 


So  huge  in  flature;  Night  hath  flolen  away. 
And  this  is  th'  emblem  of  our  life  :  To  pleafe 
And  flatter  which,  we  fayle  ore  broken  feas 
Vnfaithfull  in  their  rockes  and  tides ;  we  dare 
All  the  ficke  humors  of  a  forraine  ayre. 
And  mine  fo  deepe  in  earth,  as  Ave  would  trie 
To  unlocke  hell,  fhould  gold  there  hoarded  lie. 
But  when  we  have  built  up  a  sedefice 
T'  outwrallle  Time,  we  have  but  built  on  ice : 
For  firme  however  all  our  Rru(flures  be. 
Poliflit  with  fmoothefl  Indian  Ivory, 
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Rais'd  high  on  marble,  our  unthankful!  heire 

Will  fcarce  retaine  in  memory,  that  we  were. 

Tracke  through  the  ayre  the  footefleps  of  the  wind, 

And  fearch  the  print  of  (hips  fayl'd  by ;  then  linde 

Where  all  the  glories  of  thofe  Monarchs  be 

Who  bore  fuch  fway  in  the  worlds  infancie. 

Time  hath  devour'd  them  all :  and  fcarce  can  fame 

Give  an  account,  that  ere  they  had  a  name. 

How  can  he  then  who  doth  the  world  controle 

And  (Irikes  a  terror  now  in  either  Pole, 

Th'  infulting  Turke  fecure  himfelf  that  he 

Shall  not  be  loR  to  dull  PoRerity  ? 

And  though  the  Superfliiion  of  thofe  Times 

Which  deified  Kings  to  warrant  their  owne  crimes 

Tranflated  Cselar  to  a  flarre ;  yet  they, 

Who  every  Region  of  the  skie  Survay ; 

In  their  Coeieiliall  travaile,  that  bright  coafl 

Could  nere  difcover  which  containes  his  ghofl. 

And  after  death  to  make  that  awe  furvive 

Which  fubjecfls  owe  their  Princes  yet  alive. 

Though  they  build  pallaces  of  braffe  and  jet 

And  keepe  them  living  in  a  counterfet; 

The  curious  looker  on  foone  paffes  by 

And  findes  the  tombe  a  fickeneffe  to  his  eye. 

Neither  when  once  the  foule  is  gone  doth  all 

The  folemne  triumph  of  the  funerall 

Adde  to  her  glory  or  her  paine  releafc  : 

Then  all  the  pride  of  warre,  and  wealth  of  [)cace 

For  which  we  toild,  from  us  abiTra(5led  be 

And  onely  fervc  to  fwell  the  hiflory. 

Thefe  are  fad  thoughts  (my  Lord)  and  fuch  as  iright 
The  cafie  foule  made  tender  with  delight, 
Who  thinker  that  he  hath  lorfettcd  that  houre 
Which  addes  not  to  his  |)lealure  or  his  powre. 
But  by  the  friendfliij)  which  your  Lordfliip  daigncs 
Your  Servant,  I  have  found  your  judgement  raigncs 
Above  all  paffion  in  you  :  and  that  lence 
Could  never  yet  demolifli  that  Rr(;ng  fence 
Which  Vertue  guards  yru  with  :  l>y  which  you  arc 
Triumphant  in  the  befl,  the  inward  warre. 
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Nox  noBi  indicat  Scientiam.     David. 

j]Hen  I  furvay  the  bright 
Coelefliall  fpheare : 
jSo  rich  with  jewels  hung,  that  night 
Doth  Hke  an  ^thiop  bride  appeare. 

My  foule  her  wings  doth  fpread 
And  heaven-ward  flies, 
Th'  Ahiiighty's  Myfleries  to  read 
In  the  large  volumes  of  the  skies. 

For  the  bright  firmament 
Shootes  forth  no  flame 
So  filent,  but  is  eloquent 
In  fpeaking  the  Creators  name. 

No  unregarded  flar 

Contra(51:s  its  light 
Into  fo  fmall  a  Chara6tar, 
Remov'd  far  from  our  humane  fight : 

But  if  we  fledfafl  looke, 
We  fhall  difcerne 
In  it  as  in  fome  holy  booke, 
How  man  may  heavenly  knowledge  leame. 

It  tells  the  Conqueror, 

That  farre-flretcht  powre 
Which  his  proud  dangers  trafiiquc  for, 
Is  but  the  triumph  of  an  houre. 

That  from  the  farthefl  North  ; 
Some  Nation  may 
Yet  undifcovered  iflue  forth, 
And  ore  his  new  got  conquefl  fway. 

Some  Nation  yet  fliut  in 
With  hils  of  ice 
May  be  let  out  to  fcourge  his  finne 
'Till  they  fhall  equall  him  in  vice. 

And  then  they  likewife  fliall 
Their  ruine  have, 
For  as  your  felves  your  Empires  fall. 
And  every  Kingdome  hath  a  ^rave. 


Thus  thofe  Ccelefliall  fires, 
Though  feeming  mute 
The  fallacie  of  our  defires 
And  all  the  pride  of  life  confute. 

For  they  have  watcht  fince  firfl 
The  World  had  birth  : 
And  found  finne  in  it  felfe  accurd, 
And  nothing  permanent  on  earth. 

Et  alta  a  lojigt-  cognofcit.     D  A  \'  I  D. 

O  the  cold  humble  hermitage 
(Not  tenanted  but  by  difcoloured  age, 
Or  youth  enfeebled  by  long  prayer 
And  tame  with  fafls)  th'  Almighty  doth  repaire. 

But  from  the  lofty  gilded  roofe 
Stain'd  with  fome  Pagan  fiction,  keepes  a  loofe. 

Nor  the  gay  Landlord  daignes  to  know 
Whofe  buildings  are  like  Monflers  but  for  fliow. 

Ambition  !  whither  wilt  thee  climbe, 
Knowing  thy  art,  the  mockery  of  time  ? 

Which  by  examples  tells  the  high 
Rich  (Iructures,  they  mufl  as  their  owners  dye 

And  while  they  fland,  their  tennants  are 
Detraction,  flattry,  wantonneffe,  and  care, 

Pride,  envit;,  arrogance,  and  doubt, 
Surfet,  and  cafe  Rill  tortured  by  the  gout. 

O  ratiicr  may  I  patient  dwell 
In  th'  injuries  of  an  iil-cover'd  cell ! 

'Gaind  whofe  too  weake  defence  the  haile, 
The  angry  winrls,  and  frequent  fhowres  prcvaile. 

Where  the  fwift  meafiires  of  the  day, 
Shall  be  dillingiiiriit  onely  as  I  pray  : 

And  fome  llarrcs  folitary  light 
Be  the  fole  taper  to  the  tedious  night. 

The  neighbo'ring  founiaine  (not  accurfl 
Like  wine  with  madneffe)  fliall  allay  my  lliiifl : 

And  the  wilde  fruites  of  Nature  give 
Dyet  enough,  to  let  me  feele  I  feele,  I  live. 

You  wantons  I  who  impoverifli  Seas, 
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And  th'  ayre  difpeople,  your  proud  tafle  to  pleafe  ! 

A  grredy  tyrant  you  obey 
Who  varies  flill  its  tribute  with  the  day. 

What  interell  doth  all  the  vaine 
Cunning  of  furfet  to  your  fences  gaine? 

Since  it  obfcure  the  Spirit  mufl 
And  bow  the  flefli  to  fleep  difeafe  or  lufl. 

While  who  forgetting  reft  and  fare ; 
Watcheth  the  fall  and  rifing  of  each  (larre, 

Ponders  how  bright  the  orbes  doe  move, 
And  thence  how  much  more  bright  the  heav'ns  above 

Where  on  the  heads  of  Cherubins 
Th'  Almightie  fits  difdaining  our  bold  fmnes : 

Who  while  on  th'  earth  we  groveling  lye 
Dare  in  our  pride  of  building  tempt  the  skie. 

Vnivcrfmn  Jl\i-\atum  ejus  vcrfajii  in  infirmitate 
ejus.      David. 

Y  Soule  !  When  thou  and  I 
Shall  on  our  frighted  death-bed  lye ; 
I'^ach  moment  watching  when  pale  death 
Shall  fnatch  away  our  latefl  breath, 
And  'tweene  two  long  joyn'd  Lovers  force 
An  endleffe  fad  divorce  : 

How  wilt  thou  then  ?  that  art 
My  rationall  and  nobler  part, 
Diflort  thy  thoughts  ?     How  wilt  thou  try 
To  draw  from  weake  Philofophie 
Some  flrength  :  and  flatter  thy  poor  flate, 
'Caufe  tis  the  common  fate  ? 

How  wilt  thy  fpirits  pant 
And  tremble  when  they  feele  the  want 
Of  th'  ufuall  organs  ;  and  that  all 
The  vitall  powers  begin  to  fall  ? 
When  'tis  decreed,  that  thou  mufl  goe, 

Yet  whither ;  who  can  know  ? 

How  fond  and  idle  then 
Will  feeme  the  mifleries  of  men? 
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How  like  fome  dull  ill-aaed  part 
The  fubtlefl  of  proud  humane  art  ? 
How  (hallow  ev'n  the  deepefl.  fea, 
When  thus  we  ebbe  away  ? 

But  how  fliall  I  (that  is 
My  fainting  earth)  looke  pale  at  this  ? 
Disjointed  on  the  racke  of  paine. 
How  fliall  I  murmur,  how  complaine ; 
And  craving  all  the  ayde  of  skill, 

Finde  none,  but  what  mull  kill  ? 

Which  way  fo  ere  my  griefe 
Doth  throw  my  fight  to  court  releefe, 
I  fhall  but  meete  defpaire  ;  for  all 
Will  prophefie  my  funerall  : 
The  very  filence  of  the  roome 

Will  reprefent  a  tombe. 

And  while  my  Childrens  teares. 
My  Wives  vaine  hopes,  but  certaine  feares, 
And  councells  of  Divines  advance 
Death  in  each  dolefull  circumRance : 
I  fliall  even  a  fad  mourner  be 

At  my  ownc  obfequie. 

For  by  examples  I 
Mud  know  that  others  forrowes  dye 
Scone  as  our  fclvcs,  and  none  furvive 
To  keepe  our  memories  alive. 
Even  our  fals  tombcs,  as  loath  to  fay 

Wc  once  had  life,  decay. 


Laudate  Domimim  dc  calls.     David. 


r^jtjilOu  Si)irits  !  who  have  throwne  away 
'^^  That  cnveous  weight  of  clay 

Which  your  caulcfliall  flight  dcnyed  : 
Who  by  your  glorious  troopcs  fupply 

The  winged  Hierarchic, 
So  broken  in  the  Angclls  pride  ! 
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0  you  !  whom  your  Creators  fight 

Inebriates  with  dcHght ! 
Sing  forth  the  triumphs  of  his  name 
All  you  enamord  foules  !  agree 

In  a  loud  fymphonie  : 
To  give  expreffions  to  your  flame  ! 

To  him,  his  owne  great  workes  relate, 

Who  daign'd  to  elevate 
You  'bove  the  frailtie  of  your  birth  : 
Where  you  fland  fafe  from  that  rude  wane, 

With  which  we  troubled  are 
By  the  rebellion  of  our  earth. 

While  a  corrupted  ayre  beneath 
Here  in  this  World  we  breath 

Each  houre  fome  paffion  us  affailcs  : 

Now  lull  cafls  wild-fire  in  the  blood, 
Or  that  it  may  fceme  good, 

It  felfe  in  wit  or  beauty  vailes. 

Then  envie  circles  us  with  hate, 

And  lays  a  fiege  fo  flreight, 
No  heavenly  fuccor  enters  in  : 
But  if  Revenge  admittance  finde, 

For  ever  hath  the  mind 
Made  forfeit  of  it  felfe  to  finne. 

ACfaulted  thus,  how  dare  we  raife 
Our  mindes  to  thinke  his  praife. 

Who  is  iEternall  and  immens  ? 

How  dare  we  force  our  feeble  wit 
To  fpeake  him  infinite. 

So  farre  above  the  fearch  of  fence  ? 

O  you  !  who  are  immaculate 

His  name  may  celebrate 
In  your  foules  bright  expanfion. 
You  whom  your  vertues  did  unite 

To  his  perpetuall  light. 
That  even  with  him  you  now  fliine  one 
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While  we  who  t'  earth  contract  our  hearts, 

And  onely  (ludie  Arts 
To  fhorten  the  fad  length  of  Time  : 
In  place  of  joyes  bring  humble  feares: 

For  hymnes,  repentant  teares 
And  a  new  figh  for  every  crime. 


Qui  quafiflos  egreditur. 
To  the  Right  Honourable,  the  Lady  Cat.  T. 

Aire  Madame  !  You 
Mav  fee  what's  man  in  yond'  bright  rofe. 
]j|  riiough  it  the  wealth  of  Nature  owes, 
It  is  opprefl,  and  bends  with  dew. 

Which  fliewes,  though  fate 
May  promife  dill  to  warme  our  lippes, 
And  keepe  our  eyes  from  an  ecclips  ; 
It  will  our  pride  with  teares  abate. 

Poor  filly  flo\vre  ! 
Though  in  thy  beauty  thou  prefume, 
And  breath  which  dolh  the  fpring  perfume  ; 
Thou  may'fl.  be  cropt  this  very  houre. 

And  though  it  may 
Then  thy  good  fortune  be,  to  red 
Oth'  pillow  of  fome  Ladies  bred  ; 
Thou'lt  whither,  and  be  thrownc  away. 

For  'tis  thy  doomc 
However,  that  there  fliall  appeare 
No  memory  that  thou  grew'd  hecre, 
Ere  the  tem[)eduous  winter  come. 

]5ut  flcfli  is  loath 
Ey  meditation  to  fore  fee 
How  loath'd  a  nothing  it  mud  be: 
Proud  in  the  triumi)hes  of  its  growth. 

I 
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And  tamely  can 
Pehold  tliis  mighty  world  decay 
And  weare  by  th'  age  of  time  away  : 
Yet  not  difcourfe  the  fall  of  man. 

Eut  Madam  thefe 
Are  thoughts  to  cure  ficke  humane  pride. 
And  med'cines  are  in  vaine  applyed. 
To  bodies  far  'bove  all  difeafe. 

For  you  fo  live 
As  th'  Angels  in  one  perfe6l  flate ; 
Safe  from  the  ruines  of  our  fate, 
By  vertues  great  prefervative. 

And  though  we  fee 
Beautie  enough  to  warme  each  heart ; 
Yet  you  by  a  chafle  Chimicke  Art, 
Calcine  fraile  love  to  pietie. 

Qtiid  gloriaris  in  malicia  ?     David. 

Well  no  more  proud  man,  fo  high  ! 
For  enthron'd  where  ere  you  fit 
Rais'd  by  fortune,  fmne  and  wit : 
In  a  vault  thou  dufl  mufl  lye. 
He  who's  lifted  up  by  vice 
Hath  a  neighb'ring  precipice 
Dazeling  his  diflorted  eye. 

Shallow  is  that  unfafe  fea 
Over  which  you  fpread  your  faile : 
And  the  Barke  you  trufl  to,  fraile 
As  the  Winds  it  mufl  obey. 
Mifchiefe,  while  it  profpers,  brings 
Favour  fiom  the  fmile  of  Kings ; 
Vfeleffe  foone  is  throwne  away. 

Profit,  though  fmne  it  extort, 
Princes  even  accounted  good, 
Courting  greatneffe  nere  withflood, 
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Since  it  Empire  doth  fupport. 
But  when  death  makes  them  repent 
They  condemne  the  inflrument, 
And  are  thought  Rehgious  for  't. 

Pitch'd  downe  from  that  height  you  beare, 
How  di(lra<fled  will  you  lye ; 
When  your  flattering  Clients  flye 
As  your  fate  infectious  were  ? 
\Vhen  of  all  th'  obfequious  throng 
That  mov'd  by  your  eye  and  tongue, 
None  fliall  in  the  florme  appeare  ? 

When  that  abje6l  infolence 
(Which  fubmits  to  the  more  great, 
And  difdaines  the  weaker  flate, 
As  misfortune  were  offence) 
Shall  at  Court  be  judged  a  crime 
Though  in  pracftife,  and  the  Time 
Purchafe  wit  at  your  expence. 

Each  fmall  tempefl  fliakes  the  proud  ; 
Whofe  large  branches  vainely  fprout 
'Bove  the  meafure  of  the  roote. 
But  let  flormcs  fpcake  nere  fo  loud, 
And  th'  afloniflit  day  benight ; 
Vet  the  jufl  fliinus  in  a  light 
Eaire  as  noone  without  a  cloud. 


Dais  Dais  Mais.     D  A  V  I  D. 

^Ilere  is  that  foole  Philofopliie, 

lat  bedlam  Rcafon,  and  that  bcafl  dull  fence; 
Great  God  !  when  I  confider  thee 
Omnipotent,  /IClcrnall,  and  imens  ? 
Vnmov'd  thou  didfl  l)ehold  the  pride 
Of  th'  Angels,  when  they  to  dcfedlion  fell? 

And  without  iiaffion  didfl  j)rovide 

To  punifli  treafon,  rackes  and  (leath  in  hell. 

Thy  Word  created  tliis  great  All, 
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Ith'  lower  part  whereof  we  wage  fuch  warres  : 

The  upper  bright  and  fphaericall 
By  purer  bodies  tenanted,  the  flarres. 

And  though  fixe  dayes  it  thee  did  pleafe 
To  build  this  frame,  the  feventh  for  refl  affigne  ; 

Yet  was  it  not  thy  paine  or  eafe, 
But  to  teach  man  the  quantities  of  Time. 

This  world  fo  mighty  and  fo  faire, 
So  'bove  the  reach  of  all  dimenfion  : 

If  to  thee  God  we  fliould  compare, 
Is  not  the  flenderfl  atome  to  the  Sun. 

What  then  am  I  poore  nothing  man  ! 
That  elevate  my  voyce  and  fpeake  of  thee  ? 

Since  no  miagination  can 
DiRinguifli  part  of  thy  immenfitie  ? 

WJiat  am  I  who  dare  call  thee  God  ! 
And  raife  my  fancie  to  difcourfe  thy  power  ? 

To  whom  dufl  is  the  period, 
Who  am  not  fure  to  farme  this  very  houre  ? 

For  how  know  I  the  latefl  fand 
In  my  fraile  glaffe  of  life,  doth  not  now  fall  ? 

And  while  I  thus  afloniflit  fland 
I  but  prepare  for  my  own  funerall  ? 

Death  doth  with  man  no  order  keepe : 
It  reckons  not  by  the  expence  of  yeares. 

But  makes  the  Queene  and  beggar  weepe, 
And  nere  diftinguiOies  betweene  their  teares. 

He  who  the  vidory  doth  gaine 
Falls  as  he  him  purfues,  who  from  him  flyes, 

And  is  by  too  good  fortune  flaine. 
The  Lover  in  his  amorous  courtfliip  dyes. 

The  flates-man  fuddenly  expires 
While  he  for  others  ruine  doth  i)repare  : 

And  the  gay  Lady  while  flV  admires 
Her  pride,  and  curies  in  wanton  nets  her  haire. 

No  flate  of  man  is  fortified 
'Gainfl  the  affault  of  th'  univerfall  doome  : 

But  who  th'  Almightie  feare,  deride 
Pale  death,  and  meete  with  triumph  in  the  tombe. 
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Qiionian  ego  in  flagdla  paratiis  fiim.      DAVID. 

Ix  me  on  fome  bleake  precipice, 

Where  I  ten  thoufand  yeares  may  fland : 

Made  now  a  flatute  of  ice, 

Then  by  the  fumraer  fcorcht  and  tan'd  ! 

Place  me  alone  in  fome  fraile  boate 
'Mid  th'  horrors  of  an  angry  Sea  : 
Where  I  while  time  fhall  move,  may  floate 
Defpairing  either  land  or  day  ! 

Or  under  earth  my  youth  confine 
To  th'  night  and  filence  of  a  cell : 
Where  Scorpions  may  my  limbes  entwine. 
O  God  !  So  thou  forgive  me  hell. 

.^temitie !  when  I  think  thee, 
(Which  never  any  end  mull  have, 
is''or  knew'fl  beginning)  and  fore-fee 
Hell  is  defign'd  for  fmne  a  grave. 

My  frighted  flefli  trembles  to  dud. 
My  blood  ebbes  fearefully  away : 
Both  guilty  that  they  did  to  luft. 
And  vanity,  my  youth  betray. 

My  eyes,  which  from  each  bcautious  fight 
Drew  Spider-like  blacke  venomc  in  : 
Clofe  like  the  marigold  at  night 
Ojjprcfl  with  dew  to  bath  my  fin. 

My  cares  (hut  u[)  that  eafic  dore 
Which  did  proud  fallacies  admit : 
And  vow  to  hcare  no  follies  more  ; 
Deafe  to  the  charmes  of  fmne  and  wit. 

My  hands  (which  when  they  toucht  fome  faire 
Imagin'd  fuch  an  excellence, 
As  th'  Ermines  skin  ungentle  were) 
Contract  themfelves,  and  loofe  all  fence. 
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But  you  bold  finners  !  flill  purfue 
Your  valiant  wickedneffe,  and  brave 
rh'  Almighty  luflice:  hee'le  fubdue 
And  make  you  cowards  in  the  grave. 

Then  when  he  as  your  judge  appeares, 
In  vaine  you'le  tremble  and  lament. 
And  hope  to  foften  him  with  teares, 
To  no  advantage  penitent. 

Then  will  you  fcorne  thofe  treafures,  which 
So  fiercely  now  you  doate  upon  : 
Then  curfe  thofe  pleafures  did  bewitch 
You  to  this  fad  illufion. 

The  neighb'ring  mountaines  which  you  fhall 
Wooe  to  oppreffe  you  with  their  weight : 
Difdainefull  will  deny  to  fall, 
By  a  fad  death  to  eafe  your  fate. 

In  vaine  fome  midnight  florme  at  fea 
To  fwallow  you,  you  will  defire  : 
In  vaine  upon  the  wheels  you'le  pray 
Broken  with  torments  to  expire. 

Death,  at  the  fight  of  which  you  flart, 
In  a  mad  fury  then  you'le  Court : 
Yet  hate  th'  expreffions  of  your  heart, 
Which  onely  fliall  be  figh'd  for  fport. 

No  forrow  then  fhall  enter  in 
With  pitty  the  great  judges  eares. 
This  moment's  ours.     Once  dead,  his  fm 
Man  cannot  expiate  with  teares. 


Militia  ejl  vita  homijiis. 
To  Sir  Hen.  Per. 

Ere  it  your  appetite  of  glory,  (which 
In  noblefl  times,  did  bravefl  foules  bewitch 
To  fall  in  love  with  danger,)  that  now  drawes 
You  to  the  fate  of  warre ;  it  claimes  applaufe : 
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And  every  worthy  hand  would  plucke  a  bough 

From  the  beft.  fpreading  bay,  to  (hade  your  brow. 

Since  you  unforc'd  part  from  your  Ladies  bed 

Warme  with  the  purefl  lov'e,  to  lay  your  head 

Perhaps  on  fome  rude  turfe,  and  fadly  feele 

The  nights  cold  dampes  A\Tapt  in  a  Iheete  of  fleele. 

Vou  leave  your  well  grown  woods  ;  and  meadows  which 

Our  Sei'erne  doth  with  fruitful!  flreames  enrich. 

Your  woods  where  we  fee  fuch  large  heards  of  Deere 

Your  meades  whereon  fuch  goodly  flockes  appeare. 

You  leave  your  Caflle,  fafe  both  for  defence 

And  fweetely  wanton  with  magnificence 

With  all  the  cofl  and  cunning  beautified 

That  addes  to  flate,  where  nothing  wants  but  pride. 

Thefe  charmes  might  have  bin  pow'rful  to  have  flaid 

Great  mindes  refolv'd  for  action,  and  betraid 

You  to  a  glorious  eafe :  fince  to  the  warre 

Men  by  defire  of  prey  invited  are. 

Whom  either  finne  or  want  makes  defperate, 

Or  elfe  difdaine  of  their  owne  narrow  fate. 

But  you,  nor  hope  of  fame  or  a  releafe 

Of  the  mod  fober  goverment  in  peace, 

Did  to  the  hazard  of  the  armic  bring 

Onely  a  pure  devotion  to  the  King 

In  whofe  jufl  caufe  whoever  fights,  mufl  be 

Triumfvhant :  fince  even  death  is  vidlory. 

And  what  is  life,  that  we  to  wither  it 

To  a  weakc  wrinckled  age,  fliould  torture  wit 

To  finde  out  Natures  fecrets ;  what  doth  length 

Of  time  deferve,  if  we  want  heate  and  flrength  ? 

When  a  brave  quarrdl  doth  to  arms  provoke 

Why  fliould  we  fcarc  to  venter  this  thin  fmoke 

This  emptic  fliadow,  life?  this  which  the  wife 

As  the  foolcs  Idol),  foberly  defpife  ? 

Why  fliould  we  not  throw  willingly  away 

A  game  we  cannot  fave,  now  that  we  may 

Gaine  honour  by  the  gift  ?  fince  haply  when 

We  onely  fliall  be  flatue  of  men 

And  our  owne  monuments,  Peace  will  deny 
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Our  wretched  age  fo  brave  a  caufe  to  dye. 

But  thefe  are  thoughts  !     And  a6lion  tis  doth  give 

A  fonle  to  courage,  and  make  vertue  Hve : 

Which  doth  not  dwell  upon  the  valiant  tongue 

Of  bold  Philofophie,  but  in  the  flrong 

Vndaunted  fpirit,  which  encounters  thofe 

Sad  dangers,  we  to  fancie  fcarce  propofe. 

Yet  tis  the  true  and  higheft  fortitude 

To  keepe  our  inward  enemies  fubdued  : 

Not  to  permit  our  paffions  over  fway 

Our  a6lions,  not  our  wanton  flefh  betray 

The  foules  chaile  Empire  :  for  however  we 

To  th'  outward  fhew  may  gaine  a  vidlory 

And  proudly  triumph  :  if  to  conquour  finne 

We  combate  not,  we  are  at  warre  within. 

Vzas  tiias  Domine  demoifira  inihi. 

Here  have  I  wandred  ?    In  what  way 

Horrid  as  night 
Increafl  by  flormes  did  I  delight  ? 
Though  my  fad  foule  did  often  fay 
Twas  death  and  madneffe  fo  to  flray. 

On  that  falfe  ground  I  joy'd  to  tread 

Which  feemed  mod  faire. 
Though  every  path  had  a  new  fnare, 
And  every  turning  flill  did  lead, 
To  the  darke  Region  of  the  dead. 

But  with  the  furfet  of  delight 

I  am  fo  tyred 
That  now  I  loath  what  I  admired, 
And  my  diflafled  appetite 
So  'bhors  the  meate,  it  hates  the  fight. 

For  fhould  we  naked  fmne  difcry 

Not  beautified 
By  th'  ayde  of  wantonneffe  and  pride 
Like  fome  mifhapen  birth,  'twould  lye 
A  torment  to  th'  affrighted  eye. 
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But  cloath'd  in  beauty  and  refpedl 

Even  ore  the  wife, 
How  powerful!  doth  it  tyrannize  ! 
WTiofe  monflrous  ftorme  fhould  they  detra6l 
They  famine  fooner  would  affect. 

And  fince  thofe  fhadowes  which  oppreffe 

My  fight  begin 
To  cleere,  and  fhow  the  fhape  of  finne, 
A  Scoq)ion  fooner  be  my  guefl, 
And  warme  his  enome  in  my  brefl. 

May  I  before  I  growe  fo  vile 

By  finne  agen, 
Be  throwne  off  as  a  fcorne  to  men  ! 
May  th'  angry  world  decree,  t'  exile 
Me  to  fome  yet  unpeopled  Ifle. 

Where  while  I  draggle,  and  in  vaine 

Labor  to  finde 
Some  creature  that  fhall  have  a  minde, 
What  juflice  have  I  to  complaine 
If  I  thy  inward  grace  retaine? 

My  God  if  thou  fhalt  not  exclude 

Thy  comfort  thence : 
What  place  can  fecme  to  troubled  fence 
So  melancholly  darkc  and  rude, 
To  be  cfl-eem'd  a  folitude. 

Caft  me  upon  fome  naked  fhore 

Where  I  may  tracke 
Onely  the  print  of  fome  ud  wracke; 
If  thou  be  there,  though  the  feas  rore, 
I  fhall  no  gentler  calme  implore. 

Should  the  Cymmerians,  whom  no  ray 

Doth  ere  enlight 
But  gainc  thy  grace,  th'  have  loft  their  night ; 
Not  finncrs  at  high  noDnc,  but  they 
'Mong  their  blind  cloudes  have  found  the  da}. 
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Et  Exultavit  Huniiles. 

Ow  cheerefully  th'  unpartiall  Sunne 
Gilds  with  his  beames 
The  narrow  flreames 

'0th'  Brooke  which  filently  doth  runne 
Without  a  name  ? 

And  yet  difdaines  to  lend  his  flame 

To  the  wide  channell  of  the  Thames  ? 

The  largefl  mountaines  barren  lye 

And  lightning  feare, 

Though  they  appeare 
To  bid  defiance  to  the  skie ; 

Which  in  one  houre 
W  have  feene  the  opening  earth  devoure 
When  in  their  height  they  proudeft  were. 

But  th'  humble  man  heaves  up  his  head 

Like  fome  rich  vale 

Whofe  fruites  nere  faile 
With  flowres,  with  corne,  and  vines  ore-fpread. 

Nor  doth  complaine 
Oreflowed  by  an  ill  feafon'd  raine 
Or  batter'd  by  a  flonne  of  haile. 

Like  a  tall  Barke  with  treafure  fraught 

He  the  feas  cleere 

Doth  quiet  fleere  : 
But  when  they  are  t'  a  tempefl.  wrought ; 

More  gallantly 
He  fpreads  his  faile,  and  doth  more  high 
By  fwelling  of  the  waves,  appeare. 

For  the  Almighty  joyes  to  force 

The  glorious  tide 

Of  humane  pride 
To  th'  loweft  ebbe ;  that  ore  his  courfe 

(Which  rudely  bore 


139 

Downe  what  oppos'd  it  heretofore) 
His  feeblefl.  enemie  may  flride. 

But  from  his  ill-thatcht  roofe  he  brings 

The  Cottager 

And  doth  preferre 
Him  to  th'  adored  flate  of  Kings  : 

He  bids  that  hand 
Which  labour  hath  made  rough  and  tand 
The  all  commanding  Scepter  beare. 

Let  then  the  mighty  ceafe  to  boafl 

Their  boundleffe  fway  : 

Since  in  their  Sea 
Few  fayle,  but  by  fome  florme  are  lofl. 

Let  them  themfelves 
Beware,  for  they  are  their  owne  fhelves. 
Man  flill  himfelfe  hath  cart.  away. 


Dominus  Dominantium. 


[jVpreame  Divinitie  !     Who  yet 

Couldc  ever  fmde 
By  the  bold  fcnitinie  of  wit, 
The  treafurie  where  thou  lock'fl  up  the  wind? 

What  Majefly  of  Princes  can 

A  tcmpcR  awe; 
When  the  cliflra(^cd  Ocean 
Swells  to  Sedition,  and  obcyes  no  Law? 

How  wretched  doth  the  Tyrant  Rand 

Without  a  boaR? 
When  his  rich  ficcte  even  touching  land 
He  by  feme  ftorme  in  his  owne  Port  fees  loR  ? 

Vaine  pompc  of  life  !  what  narrow  bound 

Aml)ition 
Is  circled  with  ?     How  falfc  a  ground 
Hath  humane  jjride  to  build  its  triumphs  on. 
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\nd  Nature  how  doft  thou  delude 

Our  fearch  to  know? 
When  the  fame  windes  which  here  intrude 
On  us  with  frofls  and  onely  winter  blow  : 

Breath  temprate  on  th'  adjoyning  earth; 

And  gently  bring 
To  the  glad  field  a  fruitfull  birth 
With  all  the  treafures  of  a  wanton  Spring. 

How  diverfly  death  doth  affaile ; 

How  fporting  kill  ? 
While  one  is  fcorcht  up  in  the  vale 
The  other  is  congeald  oth'  neighboring  hilL 

While  he  with  heates  doth  dying  glow 

Above  he  fees 
The  other  hedg'd  in  with  his  fnow 
And  envies  him  his  ice  although  he  freeze. 

Proud  folly  of  pretending  Art, 

Be  ever  dumbe, 
And  humble  thy  afpiring  heart, 
When  thou  findefl  glorious  Reafon  overcome. 

And  you  Aflrologers,  whofe  eye 

Survayes  the  flarres  ! 
And  offer  thence  to  prophefie 
Succeffe  in  peace,  and  the  event  of  warres. 

Throw  downe  your  eyes  upon  that  dull 

You  proudly  tread  ! 
And  know  to  that  refolve  you  mufl ! 
That  is  the  fcheme  where  all  their  fate  may  read. 

Cogitabo  pro  peccato  meo. 

N  what  darke  filent  grove 
Profan'd  by  no  unholy  love. 
Where  witty  melancholy  nere 
Did  carve  the  trees  or  wound  the  ayre, 
Shall  I  religious  leafure  winne 
To  weepe  away  my  finne  ? 
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How  fondly  have  I  fpent 

My  youthes  unvalued  treafure,  lent 

To  traffique  for  Coelefliall  joyes  ? 

My  unripe  yeares  purfuing  toyes  ; 

ludging  things  befl  that  were  mofl  gay- 
Fled  unobferv'd  away. 

Growne  elder  I  admired 
Our  Poets  as  from  heaven  infpired 
What  Obeliskes  decreed  I  fit 
For  Spencers  Art,  and  Sydnyes  wit  ? 
But  waxing  fober  foone  I  found 

Fame  but  an  Idle  found. 

Then  I  my  blood  obey'd 
And  each  bright  face  an  TdoU  made  : 
Verfe  in  an  humi)le  Sacrifice, 
I  offer'd  to  my  Millreffe  eyes, 
But  I  no  fooner  grace  did  win 

But  met  the  devill  within. 

But  growne  more  polliticke 
I  tooke  account  of  each  (late  tricke  : 
Obferv'd  each  motion,  judg'd  him  wife, 
Who  had  a  confciencc  fit  to  rife. 
Whome  foone  I  found  but  forme  and  rule 

And  the  more  ferious  foole. 

But  now  my  foule  prepare 
To  ponder  what  and  where  we  arc 
How  fraile  is  life,  how  vaine  a  breath 
Opinion,  how  uncertaine  death  : 
How  oncly  a  poore  flone  fliall  beare 

Witncffe  that  once  we  were. 

How  a  flirill  Tnimpct  Ihali 
Vs  to  the  barrc  as  traytors  call. 
Then  (hall  we  fee  too  late  that  pride 
Hath  hope  with  flattery  bcly'd 
And  that  the  mighty  in  command 

Pale  Cowards  there  muR  (land. 
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Rccogitabo  tibi  oinnes  aniios  mcos.      I  S  A  Y. 

Ime  !  where  didfl  thou  thofe  years  inter 

Which  I  have  feene  deceafe? 
My  foules  at  war  and  truth  bids  her 
Finde  out  their  hidden  Sepulcher, 
To  give  her  troubles  peace. 

Pregnant  with  flowers  doth  not  the  Spring 

Like  a  late  bride  appeare? 
VVhofe  fether'd  Muficke  onely  bring 
Careffes,  and  no  Requiem  fing 

On  the  departed  yeare  ? 

The  Earth,  like  fome  rich  wanton  heire, 

VVhofe  Parents  coffin'd  lye, 
Forgets  it  once  lookt  pale  and  bare 
And  doth  for  vanities  prepare, 

As  the  Spring  nere  fliould  dye. 

The  prefent  houre,  flattered  by  all 

Reflects  not  on  the  lafl ; 
But  I,  like  a  fad  fa6lor  fhall 
T'  account  my  life  each  moment  call, 

And  onely  weepe  the  pafl;. 

My  mem'ry  trackes  each  feverall  way 

Since  Reafon  did  begin 
Over  my  a6lions  her  firfl.  fway  : 
And  tcacheth  me  that  each  new  day 

Did  onely  vary  fin. 

Poor  banckrout  Confcience  !  where  are  thofe 

Rich  houres  but  farm'd  to  thee  ? 
How  careleffcly  I  fome  did  lofe. 
And  other  to  my  lufl  difpofe 

As  no  rent  day  flaould  be  ? 

I  have  infe6led  with  impure 

Diforders  my  paft,  yeares. 
But  He  to  penitence  inure 
Thofe  that  fucceed.     There  is  no  cuie 

Nor  Antidote  but  teares. 
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Cttpio  diffolvi.     P  A  V  L  E. 

He  foule  which  doth  with  God  unite, 
Thofe  gayities  how  doth  fhe  flight 

VVhich  ore  opinion  fway  ? 
Like  facred  Virgin  wax,  which  (liincs 
On  Altars  or  on  Martyrs  fhrines 

How  doth  file  burne  away  ? 


How  violent  are  her  thro\ves  till  flie 
From  envious  earth  delivered  be, 

Which  doth  her  flight  reflraine? 
How  doth  fhe  doate  on  whips  and  rackes, 
On  fires  and  the  fo  dreaded  Axe, 

And  every  murd'ring  paine  ? 

How  foone  flie  leaves  the  pride  of  wealth, 
The  flatteries  of  youth  and  health 

And  fames  more  precious  breath. 
And  every  gaudy  circumflance 
That  doth  the  pompe  of  life  advance 

At  the  approach  of  death  ? 

The  cunning  of  Aflrologers 
Obferves  each  motion  of  the  flarrcs 

Placing  all  knowledge  there  : 
And  Lovers  in  their  MiflrcfTc  eyes 
Contract  thofe  wcmrlers  of  the  skies, 

And  fceke  no  higher  fphere. 

The  wandring  Pil(jt  fwcatcs  to  find 
The  raufes  that  jjroduce  the  wind 

Still  gazing  on  the  Pole. 
The  Politician  ft  ornes  all  Art 
But  what  doth  pride  and  power  impart. 

And  fwells  the  ambitious  foule. 
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But  lie  whom  heavenly  fire  doth  warme, 
Amd  'gainft.  thefe  powerful  follies  armc, 

Doth  foberly  difdaine 
All  thefe  fond  humane  mifleries 
As  the  deceitfull  and  unwife 

Diflempers  of  our  braine. 

He  as  a  burden  beares  his  clay, 
Yet  vainely  throwes  it  not  away 

On  every  idle  caufe  : 
But  with  the  fame  untroubled  eye 
Can  refolve  to  live  or  dye, 

Regardleffe  of  th'  applaufe. 

My  God  !     If  'tis  thy  great  decree 
That  this  mufl  the  lafl  moment  be 

Wherein  I  breath  this  ayre ; 
My  heart  obeyes  joy'd  to  retreate 
From  the  falfe  favours  of  the  great 

And  treachery  of  the  faire. 

When  thou  Ihalt  pleafe  this  foule  t'  enthrone. 
Above  impure  corruption ; 

What  fhall  I  grieve  or  feare. 
To  thinke  this  breathleffe  body  mufl 
Become  a  loathfome  heape  of  dufl 

And  nere  againe  appeare. 

For  in  the  fire  when  Ore  is  tryed, 
And  by  that  torment  purified  : 

Doe  we  deplore  the  loffe? 
And  when  thou  fhalt  my  foule  refine, 
That  it  thereby  may  purer  fhine 

Shall  I  grieve  for  the  droffe  ? 


FINIS. 
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